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PEOPLE 


Happy,  flappy,  pappy  people 
Lumpy,  dumpy,  jumpy  people 
Sad,  glad,  mad  people 
Every  one  is  something  people. 
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Grande  Prairie 
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Foreword 

Everyone  is  somebody.  Indeed,  as  one  nine-year-old  child  put  it,  Every  One  Is  Something 
People.  The  freshness  and  innocence  of  childhood  make  this,  the  International  Year  of  the  Child,  an 
ideal  time  to  reflect  upon  the  wisdom  of  this  young  child's  words. 

Every  One  Is  Something  People  is  as  modest  as  it  is  delightful  because  it  is  a book  written  by 
children,  a book  less  for  the  critical  reader  than  for  all  those  who  welcome  a charming  presenta- 
tion of  original  ideas.  In  these  pages  you  will  find  the  fun,  the  excitement,  the  wonder  and  the 
sense  of  discovery  that  is  a child's  world. 


When  Alberta  School  Broadcasts  invited  the  children  of  Alberta  to  take  part  in  programs  prepared 
especially  for  them,  a new  sharing  experience  was  born,  for  children  responded  by  the  hundreds. 
The  selections  in  Every  One  Is  Something  People  have  been  drawn  from  creative  works  sent  in  to 
Alberta  School  Broadcasts  by  teachers. 


Every  One  Is  Something  People  represents  a decade  of  children's  thoughts  and  feelings.  We 
hope  that  between  these  covers  you,  too,  will  find  that  Every  One  Is  Something  People. 


The  Honourable  David  King 
Minister  of  Education 


I Am  a Child 


I am  a child  young  and  gay 

When  I'm  at  play 

I like  to  pretend 

I'm  a tiger,  a lion,  or  even  a 

pup 

I also  pretend  I'm  all  grown 
up. 

In  summer  I'm  a kitten  stuck  in 
a tree 

I cry  for  someone  to  rescue 
me. 

I am  a child  which  is  really  fun 
For  when  you  are  grown 
Your  pretending  is  done. 

Lori  Patterson,  Gr.  4 
Grande  Prairie 

Education  Week  Poetry  Contest 


The  World 

The  world  is  a beautiful  place  to  live  in. 
I like  the  world. 

The  world  is  for  all  of  us,  our  parents, 
The  animals  and  all  living  things. 


Robert  Vant  Erve,  Gr.  7/2 
Grande  Prairie 


Monty  Stenton,  Gr.  5 
Banff 

From  CREATIVE  HANDS 


I Am  a Child 


I'm  here,  there, 

Everywhere. 

With  different  faces, 

In  different  races 

I'm  a child  as  you  can  see, 

Sometimes  I'm  four  years  old, 

sometimes  three 

And  I like  being  me. 

Chris  Caruana,  Gr.  4 

Calgary 

Education  Week  Poetry  Contest 
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My  Moth 


Beva  Farnham,  Cr.  6 
Ponoka 

From  IT'S  FUN  TO  DRAW 


Vore  Five  Hats  Once 


Mother  hated  to  go  there, 
because  the  cat,  Squeaky, 
would  always  tease  her. 


After  a few  days,  the  man  got  a call  to 
back  to  town.  Since  he  wouldn't  be  go 
_jl. Jong^be-Left  mother  with  the  cat. 


Before  I start  my  story 
let  me  tell  you  that  my 
mother  is  a weiner-dog, 
with  long  ears  and  big, 
black  eyes.  M 


One  day,  when  my  mother  was  only  a 
puppy,  her  master  took  her  to  his  small 
cabin  on  the  shore  of  a big,  blue  lake. 
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She  walked  into  the  closet,  and  who  do  you 
think  was  there:  that  teasing  cat! 

Squeaky  was  alarmed  to  see  mother. 
Hissing,  she  jumped  on  a shelf,  knocking 
some  hats  down  on  mother's  back. 


But  much  to  her 
surprise,  the 
man,  when  he 
got  back,  did  not 
punish  her.  He 
simply  laughed 
and  took  the  hats 
off. 


It  was  a very  hot  afternoon,  so  mother 
decided  to  sleep  in  the  closet.  It  was  cool 
and  shady  there. 


She  reached 
behind,  trying  to 
push  them  off, 
but  her  neck  was 
too  short.  Mother 
went  to  her 
corner,  very 
much  ashamed. 


Mother 
grew  to 
really  like 
that  man. 


Anonymous,  Cr.  4 to  6 
From  YOUNG  WRITERS'  CLUB 
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About  Tiger  and  Puff 

About  six  or  seven  years  ago,  on  a Saturday,  I saw  a cat 
hanging  around  our  house,  so  I asked  my  dad  if  I could 
keep  him.  He  said  I could  if  I waited  to  see  if  anybody 
would  claim  him.  Meanwhile  my  dad  checked  the 
newspapers  to  see  if  anybody  advertised  for  him,  but  they 
didn't.  The  weeks  rolled  by  quickly  and  nobody  claimed  the 
cat,  so  I got  to  keep  him.  I called  him  Tiger.  He  was  orange 
and  white  with  little  white  booties.  We  had  him  for  about  a 
year  and  a half. 

One  Saturday  night  he  came  in  limping  or  walking 
strangely.  My  mom,  my  brother,  and  I didn't  find  any  sores 
or  places  where  it  hurt  so  we  waited  till  my  dad  came  home. 
He  thought  Tiger  might  be  sick  so  we  wrapped  him  up  in  a 
quilt. 

The  next  morning  he  was  gone  so  I asked  my  mother, 
"Where  is  Tiger?  Mom,  where  is  he?" 

My  mother  said,  "He's  dead,  Heather.  Your  dad  put 
him  in  a garbage  bag  and  buried  him  in  the  back  yard." 

All  Sunday  I felt  sad.  I kept  asking  myself,  "Why  did 
Tiger  die  on  a Sunday?"  My  parents  said  that  they  thought 
he  was  poisoned. 

When  it  came  near  Christmas,  I kept  asking  the  Santa 
Clauses  at  the  stores  for  a cute,  soft,  cuddly  pussycat. 
Finally,  Christmas  came.  I was  sleeping,  but  my  brother 
woke  up  and  wakened  our  mom,  too.  I heard  them  talking 
so  I got  up.  I went  to  my  mom  who  was  in  my  brother's 
room.  She  said  that  she  and  David  had  heard  a sort  of 
crying  noise  in  the  garage.  So  we  woke  up  my  dad.  The  first 
thing  we  did  was  open  the  garage  door.  In  ran  a gray  cat 

Yvonne  Christianson,  Gr.  6 
Braemar 

From  CREATIVE  HANDS 


with  a little  bit  of  bluish  color.  She  was  a very  pretty  cat.  Her 
eyes  were  a very  pretty  green.  She  was  a very  kind  and 
gentle  cat. 

We  looked  in  a cat  book  and  saw  she  was  a kind  of  rare 
cat.  She's  a Russian  Blue. 

Puff  was  just  a kitten  when  I got  her.  Now  she  is  four. 

One  time  she  looked  very  fat,  and  I told  my  parents 
that  Puff  looked  as  if  she  were  going  to  have  kittens.  That 
night,  we  called  and  called.  Puff  didn't  come  for  three  days. 

I got  really  worried  and  couldn't  sleep.  I was  terrified.  The 
next  morning  she  came  home,  but  she  looked  so  skinny.  I 
told  my  mom  and  dad  and  they  told  me  to  go  look  for  her 
kittens.  My  friend  Amy  helped  me  look,  but  we  couldn't 
find  them.  My  mom  told  us  to  look  next  door  at  the  Smiths. 
We  asked  before  going  into  the  garage,  but  we  couldn't  find 
them  so  we  left.  A few  hours  later  Mrs.  Smith  came  with  a 
box  of  something.  I didn't  know  what  it  could  be  until  I saw 
Puff  and  four  beautiful  kittens.  There  were  three  males  and 
one  female.  They  were  all  different  colors.  Two  of  them 
were  light  gray  with  darker  gray  stripes  and  the  female  was 
black  and  white.  After  she  had  the  kittens,  Puff  was  spayed 
and  we  had  to  give  the  kittens  away. 

A few  months  later  we  moved  to  Calgary,  Alberta.  Puff 
had  another  operation  and  then  she  was  sent  to  Calgary  by 
plane.  We  had  to  pick  her  up  at  the  airport. 

Puff  has  now  adjusted  to  a great  change  in  weather 
because  in  Houston  it  was  hot,  and  here  in  Calgary  it  gets 
very  cold  sometimes.  At  least,  she  has  a fun  time  in  the 
snow  jumping  through  it,  but  she  comes  in  pretty  fast. 

Puff  and  I have  a great  partnership.  I know  she  loves 
me  because  every  time  she  sees  me  upset  she  cuddles  up  to 
me  and  purrs.  I really  love  my  special  Christmas  cat. 

Heather  Hodgkinson,  Gr.  5 

Calgary 

From  YOUNG  WRITERS'  CLUB 
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Sound  Mosaic 


Splashshsh 
Boommm 
Eeeeeeeeeee. 
Look  at  that! 
Wow 

Plop,  Plop, 

Bang! 

I got  a whopper. 
Let's  go! 


Jane  Buban,  Cr.  3 
Armenia 
From  CREATIVE 
HANDS 


Carrie  Humphrey,  Cr.  5 
Sherwood  Park 
From  EXPLORE  EXPRESS 


Butch  and  the  Kid 

Once  there  was  a boy  named  Butch.  His  father  took 
care  of  goats  for  people  in  the  village  near  their  farm  and 
Butch  sometimes  helped  take  care  of  them.  But  there  were 
other  chores  for  him  to  do  besides  watching  the  goats.  Each 
morning  he  and  his  brothers  had  to  clean  out  the  barn  and 
the  chicken  house.  Butch  also  had  a sister  who  cleaned  up 
the  house  and  gathered  eggs. 

One  morning,  while  Butch  was  still  eating  his  breakfast, 
his  sister  rushed  into  the  kitchen.  “Come  see  the  kid  that 
was  born  last  night." 

Butch  jumped  up  from  the  table,  spilling  his  milk,  and 
rushed  out  the  door,  paying  no  attention  to  his  sister  telling 
him  to  get  back  and  clean  up  the  mess.  He  ran  around  the 
corner  and,  SMACK,  right  into  his  father. 

"Hey!  Watch  out  there,  sonnyboy!"  exclaimed  his 
father. 

Butch  ran  to  where  the  kid  was.  It  was  the  cutest  thing 
he  had  ever  seen.  He  sure  would  like  to  have  it.  Suddenly 
the  kid  skipped  past  Butch  and  out  into  the  pasture  where 
the  mean  old  bull  was  grazing.  Butch  saw  that  the  bull  was 
mad.  He  liked  to  be  alone,  not  with  a frisky  young  goat. 
Butch  saw  that  the  bull  was  going  to  hit  the  kid  with  his 
horns  and  he  knew  that  the  horns  were  sharp;  he  had  felt 
them  himself  not  too  long  ago.  He  went  and  grabbed  the 
kid  and  got  him  away  just  in  time.  The  bull  just  missed  him. 
Butch's  father  came  over  and  patted  his  son  on  the  back. 

"You  may  have  the  kid  for  your  own,"  he  said.  "You 
certainly  earned  it." 

Butch  was  very  happy  for  the  kid  was  his  now. 


Denise  Lowe,  Cr.  6 
Rosalind 

From  YOUNG  WRITERS'  CLUB 
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R.  Wancho,  Gr.  4 to  6 
From  CREATIVE  HANDS 


Life  Is  Like  a Balloon 

Life  is  like  a balloon 
With  its  ups  and  downs. 

When  you're  going  down  to  the  bottom 
Something  forces  you  back  up. 

You  stay  there  for  a while, 

Float  around  having  good  times, 

Then  you  float  back  down  again, 

Depression  and  sorrow  on  the  way. 

For  some  people,  it's  a life  of  downs 
And  for  others  it's  all  the  way  up  to  the  top, 
But  somehow  they  always  go  back  again. 

Life  is  like  a balloon. 

Neena  Wells,  Gr.  6 
Vegreville 
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The  Monkey  and  the  Kitten 

About  eight  and  a half  years  ago  we  had  a squirrel  monkey  and  a 
baby  kitten  at  the  same  time.  The  kitten  was  lonesome  for  his  mother  so 
he  would  cuddle  up  to  the  monkey  at  night  on  the  back  of  the 
chesterfield.  The  kitten  and  the  monkey  would  play  together  all  day.  One 
day  while  they  were  playing,  the  monkey  picked  up  a toothbrush  from 
the  floor.  He  looked  at  it,  then  put  it  down  again.  Then  my  parents  were 
very  surprised  when  the  kitten  picked  up  the  toothbrush  with  his  front 
paw.  The  kitten  adopted  the  monkey  to  be  his  mother  and  was  learning 
to  do  what  the  monkey  did. 

This  is  a true  story. 


Holly  Lunger,  Cr.  4/5 
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Marie  Ann  Pallister,  Gr.  4 
Stony  Plain 

From  CREATIVE  HANDS 

Mystery  of  Ancient 
Egypt 

We  are  going  exploring 
Back  in  time 
To  the  mystery  of 
A timeless  land 
Of  ancient  pharaohs. 

We  travel  down  the  Nile, 

Magnificent, 

The  river  that  started  the  first  civilization. 

We  see  in  the  fields 

Slaves, 


Toiling, 

Bent  over  their  hoes. 

And  then  when  the  day's  work  is  done, 
They  trudge  home  to  their  one  room  huts. 
While  the  nobles  feast  in  great  splendour 
Food  of  such  magnificence, 

Vegetables, 

Fruits, 

Wine  and  beer, 

An  endless  array  of  such. 

We  are  told  of  the  gods  and  goddesses 
Osiris, 

Toth, 

Ra, 

Anubis, 

Only  some  of  the  most  greatly  worshipped. 
We  are  told  of  great  temples; 

The  temple  of  Karnak. 

And  then  we  learn  of  the  ways  of 
Mummification, 

The  great  preparation, 

So  man  could  live 
In  the  next  world. 

This 

Ancient  Egypt 

Started 

Civilization. 


Melanie  Serediak,  Gr.  6 
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Wild  Children  of  the  West 


They  stand  silently  bn  the  mesa. 
Occasionally  an  anxious  whinnying  is  heard; 
a mare  calling  to  her  foal.  These  are  the  wild 
mustangs  of  the  west. 

They  are  beautiful  creatures,  with 
shining  chestnut  coats  and  fine  black  manes.' 
But  there  is  one  horse  that  stands  out 
among  them;  a magnificent  stallion  with 
a russet  coat.  He  is  their  leader,  their 
master, 


and  his  subjects  are  proud  of  him,  for  he  is 
strong  and  brave.  Many  a horse  has  dared  to 
challenge  him,  only  to  limp  away,  half  dead. 

In  the  evening,  when  the  sky  is  no 
longer  copper,  he  leads  them  away  to  sleep 
under  a sheltering  ledge.  He  himself  stays 
awake  to  protect  his  band,  but  somehow  he 
gets  rested,  for  at  the  crack  of  dawn  he  is 
ready  to  exercise  the  ponies  or  maybe  chase 
a wandering  coyote. 

Yes,  these  horses  are  wonderful 
animals  — but  man  is  destroying 
them.  Let  us  always' remember 
them  . . , for  soon,  the  mus- 
VK  tangs,  the  wild  children  of 
sKBS  the  west,  will  perish. 


Lisa  Millette,  Cr.  6 L 
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The  Yellow  Balloon 


Sheldon  and  his  little  sister  Penny  and  his  friend  Dirk, 
wondered  what  they  could  do.  Suddenly  Sheldon  thought, 
him  and  Dirk  could  go  to  the  flea  market  so  they  started  off. 

Penny  followed,  so  she  got  to  come.  On  the  way  Penny 
was  asking  many  questions. 

Finally  they  got  to  the  flea  market.  They  looked  around. 
They  saw  many  things.  For  instance,  on  one  table  there 
were  antiques,  on  another  table  there  were  rocks. 

Then  Penny  saw  a balloon  man.  "Sheldon,  Dirk,  let's 
buy  a yellow  balloon." 

"We  don't  need  one,"  yelled  her  big  brother. 

Then  Penny  started  to  cry. 

"O.K.,  but  we  all  have  to  have  one.  All  right?"  So  Shel- 
don bought  three  balloons  for  Penny,  Dirk  and  himself.  But 
when  they  held  on  they  flew  away.  They  flew  over  the  city 
and  then  they  landed  in  a city  called  Mexico. 

They  met  a lady.  She  asked  their  names.  They  told  her. 
Then  they  told  her  the  story.  She  said,  "While  you're  here 
I'll  show  you  around."  And  she  did. 


"All  of  them  look  funny,"  said  Penny. 

"Don't  say  that  out  loud,"  whispered  Sheldon. 

"They  have  funny  hats,"  said  Penny. 

"They're  called  sombreros,"  said  Dirk.  "Let's  stay  at  my 
auntie's,"  said  Dirk,  "Let's  stay  for  a week,  O.K.?"  They 
went  to  Dirk's  auntie's. 

She  had  on  a long  dress  with  a shawl  and  a big  flower 
in  her  hair,  and  long  earrings. 

"Dirk,  your  Uncle  Senor  is  with  the  donkey." 

The  next  day  they  saw  a parade.  There  was  a donkey 
with  flowers  around  its  neck.  Some  little  kids  dressed  up  as 
parents. 

"There's  the  big  float,"  shouted  Aunt  Senorita  — there 
were  big  baskets  of  flowers  on  it. 

Next  day  there  was  a bull  fight.  A matador  was  holding 
a red  blanket  and  the  bull  chased  him.  "That's  wonderful!" 

"Well  we'd  better  be  going  home." 

When  they  got  home  they  had  a long  adventure  to  tell. 


Douglas  Brown , Gr.  5 
Whitecourt 
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A Day  in  the  Life 

I like  to  look 
And  think  about  life, 

To  touch  and  feel, 

Without  any  strife. 

9:00  The  sun  is  setting  in  the  sky. 

The  children  are  playing  outside. 

But  on  such  a beautiful  day, 

Who  would  want  to  stay  inside? 

11:00  The  sun  is  getting  higher. 

Little  baby  Larry  started  crying. 

The  flowers  are  wide  awake, 

While  mother  was  in  the  kitchen  frying. 

12:00  The  sun  is  overhead, 

The  children  are  playing  tag. 

It's  almost  time  to  eat  — 

The  mother  brings  the  lunch  bag. 

5:00  The  sun  is  starting  to  go  down; 

I've  been  enough  outside, 

But  since  it's  getting  dark  now, 

I better  go  inside. 


Susanna  Spadafora,  Cr.  5 
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Down  the  air  \. 
Doing  this 
| Sure  is  fair; 

fAs^you  look  down 
Off.  tjfe.lO  metre 
You  become  numb 
#Your  k n ees  knock , 
knock,  knock,  knock 


Ppjjpen-  you  get  the  nerve 
You  jump  . . . 

Down,  Down,  Down 
You  start  to^wdrve. 


oanne  $elt  & Dontia  Bradley,  Cr.  4 
Itoriy  Plain  ' , [ ■ 


Pollution 

The  northern  nights  have  a few  dim  lights, 

But  none  too  dim  to  see 

The  greyish  fog 

That  comes  from  smog 

From  that  nearby  factory. 


Allison  Smale 
Drayton  Valley 
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Sound  Mosaic 


Walking  in  the  woods 
crunch,  crunch,  crunch. 
Laughing  in  the  woods 
Ha,  Ha,  Ha. 

Talking  in  the  woods 
My,  My,  My. 

Running  in  the  woods 
crunchsh,  crunchsh,  crunchsh 


Susanne  Beasse,  Gr.  5 
Sherwood  Park 
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Paul  Ferraz,  Gr.  5 
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The  Haunted  House 

As  Shane  and  his  friends  were 
walking  down  an  old  alley,  Shane's  dog 
Tiny  ran  through  an  open  back  door. 
"Tiny,  Tiny,"  called  Shane's  little  sister 
Linda.  "Tiny,  come  here  girl." 

The  only  answer  was  a bark. 

"Looks  like  we'll  have  to  go  in  and 
get  her.  I'll  stay  at  the  back  door  as  a 
guard,"  said  Pudgy. 

"No,  we'll  all  go  in  to  look  for  Tiny," 
said  Shane. 

As  they  entered  the  house,  they 
heard  Tiny  bark  again,  this  time  in  pain. 
"Come  on,  we've  no  time  to  lose!" 
commanded  Shane. 

Tip-tap-tip-tap. 

"It  came  from  behind  that  door.  Go 
see  what  it  is,  Shirley,"  replied  Sharon. 

Linda  opened  the  door  and 
screamed!  There  was  -fresh  blood  on 
the  floor!!!  The  blood  was  still  dripping 
onto  the  floor  from  the  cupboard. 

Shane  went  to  look  at  it.  "Hey,  you 
guys,  it  leads  upstairs!" 

"You  g-g-guys  g-go  follow  th-the 
t-t-trail  a-and  l-l'll  s-s-stay  h-here  a-as  a-a 
g-g-guard!"  stuttered  Pudgy  in  a ter- 
rified voice. 

Shane,  who  had  been  investigating 
the  room,  called  out,  "This  isn't  blood, 
it's  red  paint!" 

"A-are  you  sure?"  asked  Pudgy,  in  a 
calmer  voice. 


"Yes,  I'm  sure,"  replied  Shane.  "As  a 
matter  of  fact,  here's  the  can  of 
paint! ! !" 

"But  why  would  anyone  want  to  put  it 
there?"  asked  Sharon.  mmm  iptay 

"To  scare  us  away,  of  course,"  replffed 
Shane.  "Let's  see  where  it  goes." 

As  they  climbed  the  stairs^  Shane 
signalled  for  silence. 

Crunch!  Crunch!  The  ninemcing 
footsteps  were  coming  closer  and 
closer.  "Quick,  crouch  down  in  the 
shadows,"  whispered  Shane. 

They  were  barely  hidden  when  a man 
appeared  on  top  of  the  stairs.  Then  a 
second  man  appeared  behind  him. 

As  the  first  man  descended  the  stairs, 
he  was  close  enough  to  the  kids  so  that 
they  could  hear  him  say,  "I  know  I 
heard  some  voices,  Jake,  unless  me  ears 
was  playing  tricks  on  me.  I know  I 
heard  a lass  scream." 

The  ‘“mart  on  top  of  the  stairs,  Jake, 
called  out,  "Come  on,  Jack,  you  must 
be  hearing  things.  Besides,  we've  got  to 
get  all  these  here  jewels  hidden." 

As  Jack  climbed  the  stairs,  he 
muttered,  "I  know  me  ears  wasn't 
playing  tricks  on  me!" 

A few  minutes  passed  by.  Shane  was 
just  going  to  step  out  of  the  shadows 
when  the  two  men  appeared  again,  this 
time  with  a third  man  named  George. 
The  children  noticed  that  his  left 
shoulder  was  higher  than  his  right 


shoulder.  He  also  had  a long  jagged 
scar  on  his  left  cheek. 

As  the  men  descended  the  stairs, 
George  cracked  a step. 

"This  here  house  is  ready  to  fall 
apart*"  complained  Jake. 

As  the  men's  voices  grew  dimmer, 
Shane  let  out  a sigh  of  relief. 

"That  was  a pretty  close  one!" 
exclaimed  Pudgy. 

"It  sure  was,"  the  others  agreed. 

They  all  decided  to  do  a little  more 
exploring  before  going  for  the  police. 

As  they  walked  down  the  hallway, 
Sharon  saw  a closed  door. 

Shoving  Shirley  forward,  she  said, 
"Open  the  door,  Shirley." 

Shirley  couldn't  move.  She  was  too 
terrified! 

"W-what's  the  matter,  Shirley,"  asked 
Shane. 

With  a shaking  finger,  Shirley  pointed 
down  the  hallway.  There,  hanging  by  a 
rope,  was  Mrs.  O'Shake's  body. 

"Eeeeeek,"  screamed  Linda  and 
Sharon  in  unison. 

They  all  started  running  down  the 
hallway,  Pudgy  in  the  lead. 

A short  yip  from  Tiny  stopped  them 
all  dead  in  their  tracks. 

"It  came  from  that  closet,"  said 
Pudgy. 

As  Shane  opened  the  door,  out 
jumped  Tiny.  Behind  her  stood  the 
three  men,  Jake,  Jack  and  George. 
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"I  told  you  me  ears  wasn't  playing 
tricks  on  me.  I knew  we  could  catch 
'em  if  we  snuck  back!"  exclaimed  Jack 
triumphantly. 

"I  guess  you  was  right,"  said  George. 

"Run  for  help,  Tiny,  run  for  help," 
shouted  Shane. 

Tiny  understood  the  message  and 
started  running  down  the  hallway. 

Jake,  who  was  closest  to  Tiny,  tried  to 
grab  her.  SNAP!!!  "Yeow!"  shouted 
Jake.  "That  darn  mutt  has  good  teeth. 
Darn  near  lost  me  a finger." 

"I'll  get  the  mutt,"  shouted  George, 
as  he  started  running  down  the  hallway. 

George  almost  had  her  on  the  steps. 

CRACK!!!!  "Ahhhhhhhhhhhh! " 
shouted  George  as  he  fell  through  the 
steps. 

When  he  hit/he.  bottom,  Tiny  was/ 
upon  him  chewing  him  to  pieces; 

"Help,  h^f^.  screamed  George. 

"We4re  coining  as  fast  as  we  can;"3 
shouted  Jack,  running  down  the  steps. 
He  had  all  but  forgotten  about  the  hole 
George  had  made  in  the  steps. 

"Ahhhhh,"  yelled  Jack  as  he  fell 
through  the  stairs. 

THUMP!!! 

"Ugh,  Jack,  you  stupid  brute  you. 
You  darn  near  broke  my  head  open," 
bellowed  George. 

"I'll  get  the  mutt,"  shouted  Jake.  He 
almost  had  Tiny  when  he  tripped  him- 


self. Tiny  turned  around  for  one  last 
snap  at  him.  "Yeowch,"  screamed  Jake, 
as  blood  started  pourirtg  from  his 
ripped-open  nose. 

Tiny  was  now  safely  on  ber  way 
home.  Meanwhile,  the  three  men  had 
gathered  their  wits  together  and  they 
started  up  the  stairs. 

"Where's  tnemtlw  brats?"  asked 
George. 

"We  don't  know,"  replied  Jake. 

"You  numbskulls!  Why  didn't  you 
guard  them,"  bellowed  George. 

"But  we  came  to  help  you,"  whined 
Jake. 

"Shut  up,"  commanded  George. 
"That  goes  for  you  too,  Jack.  We'll  split 
up  and  search  for  the  brats.  They're  in 
this  house  somewhere.  Jack,  you  take 
the  cellar!.^J§ke,  you  take  this  floor,  and 
#11  search  the  attic." 

Minutes  later,  Jake  heard  a noise  be- 
hind him.  He  turned  around  just  in  time 
to  see  the  five  children  tiptoe  across  the 
hallway.  Taking  out  his  gun,  Jake  com- 
manded them  to  stop.  As  he  walked 
toward  them  he  tripped  himself  again. 
As  he  fell  to  the  floor,  his  gun  went  off 
accidentally.  BANG! ! ! Off  went  his  gun. 
The  bullet  caught  Pudgy  in  the  shoul- 
der! 

"Ohhhhhh,"  moaned  Pudgy,  as  he 
fell  to  the  floor,  clutching  his  shoulder. 

"You  mean,  mean,  man,"  screamed 
Linda. 


Before  Jake  could  get  up,  the  girls 
vvere  upon  him. 

"Help,  help,"  screamed  Jake. 

Before  Jack  and  George  got  there  to 
pull  the  girls  away,  the  girls  had  broken 
his  arm  by  all  three  pulling  on  it. 

George  was  the  first  one  to  reach 
Jake.  "Get  away  from  him,  you  brats," 
he  bellowed.  It  took  the  combined  ef- 
forts of  both  Jack  and  George  to  pull 
the  three  girls  off  Jake. 

"Are  you  okay,  Jake,"  asked  Jack. 

"Aside  from  the  broken  arm,  bruised 
legs  and  half  of  my  hair  gone,  I'm  just 
fine,"  came  the  sarcastic  reply. 

All  of  a sudden  the  silence  of  the 
night  was  broken  by  the  sound  of  roar- 
ing sirens.  Before  they  knew  what  was 
happening,  a voice  boomed  over  a 
megaphone,  "Give  yourselves  up,  we 
have  you  surrounded." 

George  slowly  looked  around. 
Trained  on  him  and  his  partners  were 
the  guns  of  ten  policemen.  Seeing  this, 
they  gave  up  without  a fight.  Pudgy  and 
Jake  were  rushed  to  hospital  in  an  am- 
bulance. When  Shane  and  his  friends 
got  home  they  were  so  tired  they  went 
to  bed  with  their  clothes  on. 

Fritz  Walker,  Cr.  6 
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Mystery  of  the  Stolen  Bicycle 


On  August  1,  Encyclopedia  Brown 
opened  a Detective  agency  in  Carlsville, 
B.C.  He  decided  to  charge  25  cents  plus 
expenses.  That  afternoon  he  got  his  first 
client.  It  was  Dick  Nealson,  Encyclo- 
pedia's next  door  neighbor.  Encyclo- 
pedia said,  "What  can  I do  for  you?" 

After  a few  minutes  he  said,  "My 
brand  new  Mustang  bicycle  has  been 
stolen." 

"What  did  it  look  like?"  questioned 
Encyclopedia. 

Dick  said  it  had  a blue  frame,  white 
bucket  seat,  and  pink  handle  bars. 

Encyclopedia  said,  "When  was  it 
stolen?" 

"On  July  27." 

"I'll  start  first  thing  tomorrow 
morning." 

The  next  morning  he  got  up  at  seven 
and  had  breakfast.  Then  he  went  over 
to  Dick  Nealson's  place  and  found  a 
piece  of  cloth  in  his  yard.  They  went 
over  to  get  Sally  Andrew's  highly  trained 
dog  and  let  the  dog  sniff  it  and  they 
were  off.  They  went  about  a mile  out  of 
town.  Then  they  saw  an  old  abandoned 
barn. 

Lorraine  Davis,  Gr.  5 
Vegreville 
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Encyclopedia  and  Dick  were  hot  on 
the  trail.  They  peeked  through  the 
cracks  of  the  barn  and  saw  it  was  full  of 
bicycles.  There  were  two  boys  who 
were  guarding  the  barn  door.  Ency- 
clopedia asked  Dick  if  he  could  beat  up 
one  of  the  boys  and  he  said  he  could. 

They  sneaked  up  behind  them  and 
tapped  them  on  the  shoulder,  hit  them 
over  the  head  with  a stick,  got  some 
rope  and  tied  them  up.  They  looked  at 
the  bicycles. 

But  then  they  had  a plan.  They  were 
going  to  get  Dwayne  Weber  to  join  up 
with  as  a spy  to  find  out  who  the  leader 
was.  They  went  back  to  town  to  get 
Dwayne.  Dwayne  said  he  would  do  it 
for  his  town.  Off  Dwayne  went  to  join 
up  with  the  gang.  Their  leader  was 
called  Mr.  X.  No  one  in  the  gang  knew 
who  he  was.  Dwayne  said  the  gang  of 
bicycle  thieves  were  going  to  rob 
everyone  in  town  of  their  bicycles  and 
go  off  to  another  town  and  sell  them. 
So  we  had  to  do  something. 

They  decided  to  phone  everyone  in 
town  to  put  their  bicycles  inside  and 
lock  their  doors.  Encyclopedia's  dad 
phoned  the  police  and  told  them  to 
watch  for  twelve  to  fifteen-year-old  boys 
running  around  at  midnight  tonight. 
That  night  at  midnight  Encyclopedia 


caught  a boy  and  forced  him  to  tell  who 
Mr.  X was.  It  was  Allen  Meany.  The  next 
morning  we  had  all  the  gang.  Everyone 
was  coming  to  the  police  station  for 
their  bicycles.  Encyclopedia  was  a hero. 
After  all  the  bicycles  were  returned  that 
was  the  end  of  the  Stolen  Bicycle 
Mystery. 

Tom  Taylor 

Didsbury 
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Nat  Snorky  and  the 
Dinosaur 

It  was  Nat's  birthday  on  Friday, 
December  18.  That  day  when  Nat  got 
up,  a stuffed  toy  dinosaur  was  beside 
his  bed.  When  Nat  went  to  school  he 
took  his  toy  dinosaur  with  him.  Nat 
asked  Mr.  Twitch,  his  teacher,  if  he 
could  take  it  straight  to  the  lab.  Mr. 
Twitch  said,  "Yes."  Later  that  day  the 
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Grade  Fives  had  Science  and  went  into 
the  lab.  One  of  the  kids  spilt  some  acid 
on  the  dinosaur.  Mr.  Twitch  said  that 
the  Science  period  was  over  because 
too  many  people  were  spilling  too 
much  acid.  It  so  happened  that  just  as 
they  got  in  the  room  the  bell  rang  for 
home  time  and  they  didn't  have  to 
come  back  to  school  for  a whole  week. 
When  they  got  back  to  school  the  next 
week  their  first  period  was  Science.  Mr. 
Twitch  said  they  could  go  to  the  lab 
themselves.  When  they  went  to  the  lab 
Nat  looked  in  the  window,  and  saw  a 


monster.  Seeing  that  Nat  was  the 
smartest  in  the  room  he  thought  that  all 
the  chemicals  that  the  kids  spilt  on  the 
toy  dinosaur  had  turned  it  into  a 
monster.  Nat  had  a very  good  idea.  He 
found  a pail  and  filled  it  with  hot  water 
and  soap.  When  he  got  back  to  the  lab 
he  threw  it  on  the  monster.  The  hot 
water  and  soap  washed  all  the 
chemicals  out  of  the  monster.  The 
monster  suddenly  began  to  turn  back 
into  a toy  dinosaur  and  then  the  toy 
dinosaur  began  to  shrink  until  you 
couldn't  even  see  it  with  the  most 


powerful  microscope  in  the  world.  Nat 
was  sad  because  he  couldn't  see  his 
dinosaur  anymore,  but  it  was  a good 
thing  because  the  monster  had  broken 
everything  in  the  lab.  Nat's  exciting 
birthday  present  caused  a great  deal  of 
trouble. 

Greg  Felt,  Gr.  5 
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Pharaoh 

One  day  in  the  hot  sandy  desert,  a great  man  called  Pharaoh 
Cheops  was  going  over  the  blueprints  of  the  Great  Pyramid.  He 
was  getting  his  slaves  ready  to  work  on  building  the  Great 
Pyramid. 

One  by  one  they  brought  granite  stone  to  build  the 
pyramid.  As  they  were  working  they  had  to  find  out  how  to  get 
in.  Pharaoh  said,  "I'll  sleep  on  it." 

The  next  day  as  he  was  telling  his  guards  how  to  get  in,  a 
man  was  listening.  He  sent  his  guards  to  capture  him.  They 
never  got  him. 

Pharaoh  was  mad  but  he  said,  "As  long  as  he  doesn't  come 
back  we're  okay." 

The  next  morning  Pharaoh  said,  "Get  to  work!"  and  the 
slaves  started  to  work. 

As  they  were  working  the  man  came  back.  He  asked  one  of 
the  slaves  how  to  get  in  the  pyramid,  but  the  slave  refused  to  tell 
him. 

He  said,  "If  you  tell  me  how  to  get  in,  I'll  give  you  lots  of 
jewels,  but  I can't  get  you  jewels  unless  I know  how  to  get  in  the 
pyramid." 

The  slave  said,  "Well,  okay.  The  way  to  get  in  is  to  say 
'Open  Sesame'!" 

They  went  to  the  pyramid  and  said,  "Open  Sesame."  It 
opened. 

When  they  got  in  the  guards  captured  the  man  and  put  him 
with  the  slaves  and  Pharaoh  Cheops  lived  happily  ever  after. 


Linda  Piche,  Gr.  4 
Edmonton 
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Mystery  of  the 
Flaming  Oil  Well 

From  out  of  nowhere  a man  walked 
toward  the  well  we  had  almost  finished 
drilling.  I studied  his  face  — he  wasn't  an 
employee. 

Just  as  we  hauled  the  drill  out  the 
stranger  pulled  a lighted  cigarette  from  the 
hand  behind  his  back  and  threw  it  on  the 
well. 

“Look  out,"  I cried. 

My  voice  was  drowned  out  by  a huge 
explosion.  The  sky  filled  with  flames.  It  felt 
like  the  world  was  on  fire.  The  heat  was 
unbearable.  I leaped  back  desperately,  but 
it  was  too  late  — I was  surrounded  in 
flames.  They  were  closing  in  on  me.  My 
only  escape  from  this  blazing  inferno  was 
through  a two  foot  drainage  pipe. 

I dove  head  first  into  it.  I was  just  in  time. 
I could  feel  the  heat  on  my  feet  as  flames 
licked  the  end  of  the  pipe.  Furiously  I 
fought  my  way  through  the  narrow  pipe. 
Fortunately  my  clothes  weren't  oily  or  I 
would  have  been  gone  a long  time  ago.  I 
squirmed  through  the  pipe  around  curves 
and  bends. 

Meanwhile  outside  the  crane  was 
lowering  the  nitroglycerine  into  the  fire. 

I figured  they  would  do  this  fairly  soon 
and  I was  right.  This  explosion  was  worse 
than  the  first  one.  The  pipe  shook  and  my 
whole  body  rattled  up  against  it. 

1 gasped  for  air  but  couldn't  get  any.  I 
weaved  through  the  pipe,  relieved  when  I 

Neil  Coburn 
Namao 
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found  the  end.  My  chest  was  burning.  I 
staggered  out  of  the  charred  pipe.  Smoke 
filled  my  lungs,  and  coughing,  I made  my 
way  towards  the  firemen.  Two  of  them 
carried  me  over  to  a waiting  ambulance.  I 
was  on  my  way  to  the  hospital. 

I had  suffered  first  and  second  degree 
burns.  I had  three  broken  fingers  and  a 
sprained  wrist. 

A few  days  later  I was  allowed  visitors. 
The  police  questioned  me  about  the  man 
who  lit  the  fire.  I described  him  to  the  best 
of  my  memory. 

An  hour  later  I heard  a special  newscast 
over  the  radio  asking  anyone  who  had  seen 
a man  fitting  the  description  I'd  given,  to 
phone  the  police. 

A week  later  I was  discharged  from  the 
hospital.  I went  directly  to  the  Police 
Station.  They  hadn't  found  anything  so  I 
went  out  to  the  waiting  taxi  and  went 
home. 

Being  right-handed  I had  quite  a time 
making  my  supper  because  my  sprained 
wrist  and  broken  fingers  were  all  on  that 
hand. 

The  next  day  I got  a call  from  the  Police 
Chief.  He  said  that  the  man  had  been  seen 
in  the  Peace  River  area.  If  I wanted  to  come 
along  they  would  pick  me  up.  I accepted 
their  invitation.  In  fifteen  minutes  they  were 
over  at  my  house. 

It  took  about  one  hour  to  get  from 
Fairview  to  Peace  River.  During  part  of  this 
hour  I was  trying  to  figure  out  why  I was 
the  only  one  from  the  staff  going.  Was  it 
because  I told  them  what  he  looked  like, 
because  I was  manager,  or  maybe  everyone 
else  was  in  the  hospital?  I decided  it  really 
didn't  matter. 


As  we  neared  Peace  River  the  officers 
explained  that  some  hikers  had  seen  the 
guy  walking  like  he  was  drunk.  The  hikers 
also  said  they  had  more  information  and  we 
were  to  meet  at  the  river  bank  below  the 
bridge. 

“Are  you  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hardbrook?" 
asked  one  of  the  officers. 

“Sure  are,  I'm  Fred  and  she's  my  wife, 
Fanny." 

“Mr.  Hardbrook,  when  did  you  last  see 
this  man?" 

“ 'Bout  a hour  an'  twenty  minutes  ago." 

Suddenly  we  heard  a terrifying  scream. 
From  under  the  bridge  we  watched 
helplessly  as  a man  plunged  to  his  death  in 
the  raging  torrent  of  the  Peace  River.  His 
body  was  swept,  face  down,  to  the  bank. 

We  ran  over  and  pulled  the  limp  form  up 
on  the  shore.  I turned  him  over  and  it  was 
definitely  the  fire  bug.  We  attempted 
artificial  respiration  but  it  was  to  no  avail. 
The  four  of  us  carried  the  wet  corpse  up  to 
the  police  car.  The  Hardbrooks  stayed  there 
but  we  went  to  the  hospital  to  have  an 
autopsy  performed.  Later  we  went  to  the 
Police  Station  to  sign  some  documents.  The 
officers  drove  me  home. 

The  next  day  I was  notified  that  the  man 
had  a brain  tumor  slowly  driving  him  crazy. 
This  had  caused  him  to  stagger  on  the 
bridge  and  fall  over  the  rail.  This  is  probably 
why  he  lit  the  fire  but  we  would  never 
know  for  sure. 

Nobody  had  been  killed  in  the  oil  fire  but 
many  people  were  injured.  The  govern- 
ment was  giving  us  money  to  start  the  well 
over  again.  So,  oils  well  that  ends  well. 

Cheryl  May,  Gr.  6 
St.  Albert 
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The  Day  the  Doll  Disappeared 


Way,  way  far  away  in  Japan,  there 
lives  a small  girl  whose  name  is  Kejei. 
She  has  a cute  little  doll.  Kejei  loves  her 
doll.  Keta  is  the  doll's  name.  One  nice 
summer  day  Keta  decided  she  wanted 
to  come  to  Canada.  She  wondered  how 
though.  "Maybe  I could  walk,"  Keta 
thought.  "No,  wait  I have  a better 
idea,"  she  said  to  herself  as  she  spotted 
a little  toy  car  of  Kejei's.  "I'll  drive!"  She 


bounded  over  to  the  little  car  and  hop- 
ped in.  In  about  two  hours  she  was  on 
her  way  to  Canada.  When  Kejei  saw  that 
she  had  gone  she  ran  to  her  mother  cry- 
ing, "Mother,  mother  most  honorable 
Keta  doll  is  gone!"  "There,  there  baby," 
said  her  mother  soothingly.  "You  prob- 
ably misplaced  her."  "I  didn't,"  she 
said.  "I  put  her  on  my  bed  — and  now 
she  isn't  there!"  When  Keta  got  to 


Canada,  she  couldn't  even  understand 
the  people  so  she  decided  to  go  home. 
When  Keta  got  home,  she  sneaked  into 
Kejei's  room  and  up  onto  her  bed.  Just 
then  Kejei  and  her  mother  came  in  and 
Kejei  said,  "Oh  honorable  Keta  doll 
came  back." 

Heather  Miller,  Gr.  4 

Calgary 
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Taj  Mahal  Robbery 


PROFESSOR 

ORVAL 

ANNE 

ANNE 

ORVAL 

ANNE 

NARRATOR 


Come  on  you  kids  get  in  the  time  machine. 
Can't  I have  a peanut  butter  sandwich  first? 
No,  Orval  come  on. 

(Sound:  Bump!) 

This  looks  like  India. 

Now  can  I have  a peanut  butter  sandwich? 
Yes  Orval.  Come  on,  let's  go  see  what  that 
building  is. 

Not  knowing  it  was  the  Taj  Mahal,  they  went 
in. 


ANNE 

NARRATOR 

JUDGE 

ORVAL 

ANNE 

NARRATOR 


ANNE 

ORVAL 

ANNE 

NARRATOR 

ANNE 

ORVAL 


Boy  this  is  big. 

Just  then  they  were  caught  by  the  guards 
and  taken  to  court. 

Order!  Order! 

I'll  have  a peanut  butter  and  cheese 
sandwich. 

Not  that  kind  of  order. 

Anne  told  the  whole  story  and  they  were 
released.  The  next  day  they  went  back  to  the 
Taj  Mahal. 

Let's  go  in. 

I'm  hungry. 

Come  on  Orval. 

They  went  in  and  saw  robbers  stealing  some 
jewels.  Orval  and  Anne  ran  after  them. 

Where  are  they? 

I got  them  Anne. 


ANNE 

That's  a rag. 

ORVAL 

1 got  them  now. 

(Sound:  Ouch!  Eek!  Aaa!  Ouch!) 

ANNE 

Where  are  they? 

ORVAL 

Underneath  me. 

ANNE 

Oh!  No! 

NARRATOR 

Just  then  the  police  came.  There  was  a lot  of 
noise. 

POLICE 

Order. 

ORVAL 

I'll  have  a peanut  butter  and  cheese 
sandwich. 

POLICE 

What  is  he  talking  about? 

ANNE 

Never  mind. 

NARRATOR 

They  each  received  a reward  of  $1,000. 

ANNE 

Professor  get  us  out  cf  here. 

ORVAL 

Ya!  Then  1 can  have  a peanut  butter  and 
cheese  deluxe. 

ANNE 

H-E-L-P  P-R-O-F-E-S-S-O-R! 

Todd  Verhaeghe 
Spruce  Grove 
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The  Great  Pumpkin 
Patch  Secret 

Andy  was  sitting  in  the  pumpkin 
patch,  trying  to  keep  himself  awake.  He 
had  been  sent  out  to  guard  the  patch 
from  raccoons.  Of  all  things,  why  did 
he  have  to  guard  the  pumpkin  patch 
while  his  older  brothers  had  all  the  fun 
going  around  saying  “Trick  or  treat, 
trick  or  treat!"  Then  he  remembered 
what  mother  had  told  him.  He  wished 
he  hadn't  remembered,  since  it  was 
Halloween,  but  he  did. 

Many,  many  years  ago,  this  very 
pumpkin  patch  used  to  be  a cemetery. 
His  only  relative  buried  in  his  cemetery 
was  Great,  Great,  Great  Grandfather 
Prite,  a very  wealthy  man.  What  scared 
Andy  was  that  he  remembered  his 
mother  telling  him  that  Great,  Great, 
Great  Grandfather,  just  before  he  died, 
had  written,  in  squiggly  writing,  this 
message: 

My  Will 

I want  my  great , great , great 
grandson  to  have  my  fortune  until 
he  is  ten  years  old.  Then  I will  rise 
from  my  rest  and  take  my  money 
and  my  grandson  with  me.  Send 
him  out  on  Halloween  to  the  old 
cemetery. 

Robert  St.  Louis,  Gr.  5 
Vimy 
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Remembering  this,  Andy  was  scared 
because  now  he  was  ten,  now  it  was 
Halloween,  now  he  was  in  the  old 
cemetery!  He  knew  he  must  stay 
awake,  but  at  last  he  fell  asleep.  When 
he  woke  up  he  looked  at  the  town 
clock  which  he  could  see  by  the  light  of 
the  moon.  It  was  five  minutes  to 
midnight,  then,  there  came  a noise! 
And  another! 

"W-who's  there?"  breathed  Andy.  No 
answer.  He  heard  the  thing  moving  past 
a bush.  "I  say,  who's  there?"  he  called, 
just  a little  bit  louder.  The  thing  came 
closer.  "Wh-wh-what  do  you  w-w-want 
. . . from  ...  m ..."  He  was  cut  off 
short  by  a ghostly  voice  that  said,  "Do 
you  not  recognize  your  Great,  Great, 
Great  Grandfather  Prite?  I have  come  to 
take  my  long-lost  money  for  which  I 
have  waited  so  patiently  for  200  years." 

Andy  gripped  Frederick,  his  dog,  and 
let  out  a shrill,  terrified  scream.  The 
ghostly  old  man  grabbed  Andy.  "Do 
you  want  to  kill  yourself,  screaming  like 
that?"  he  asked  in  his  hollow  voice.  His 
voice  softened,  "Ah,  now  my  great, 
great,  great  grandson  will  learn  of  his 
future!" 

"No  no,  I don't  want  to  know  my 
fut  . . ."  Andy  was  cut  off  again,  but  this 
time  by  the  twelve  gongs  of  midnight 
from  the  town  clock.  They  seemed  to 
boom  very  slowly,  as  if  to  let  his  Great, 


Great,  Great  Grandfather  Prite  have 
time  to  have  a little  more  fun  that 
Halloween  midnight.  Then  his  grand- 
father's ghostly  voice  drowned  out  the 
sound  of  the  gongs. 

"When  the  last  stroke  of  midnight 
gongs,  my  grandson  will  come  with  me 
to  my  comfy  little  house,  eh,  won't  he." 
His  hollow  laugh  sent  chills  up  and 
down  Andy's  spine. 

"Most  Honorable  Great,  Great,  Great 
Grandfather  Prite,"  Andy  cried  and 
screamed  at  the  same  time  "I  beg  you 
only  to  let  me  alone  and  I will  come  out 
every  Halloween  at  midnight  and  play 
with  you."  The  last  midnight  gong  was 
fading  away,  and  so  was  his  Great, 
Great,  Great  Grandfather  Prite.  "Yes 
. . . yes  . . . ye  . . . s."  His  grandfather's 
voice  faded  away. 

Morning  came  and  Andy  woke  up. 
He  never  told  a soul  about  his  ex- 
perience that  night,  or  about  the  fun  he 
has  had  every  Halloween  midnight 
since  then. 


Laurel  Nagel,  Gr.  4 
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Treasure 


Treasure,  Treasure,  buried  away, 

Deep  in  the  earth  forever  to  stay, 
Where  all  the  earthworms  like  to  play, 
Wouldn't  you  like  to  have  it  someday? 
Treasure,  Treasure,  buried  away. 


Greg  Fleming,  Gr.  6 
Calgary 
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The  Yellow  Balloon 

One  day,  a 12-year-old  boy  named 
Sheldon  and  his  tall,  fat  friend,  Dirk, 
were  going  to  the  flea  market.  On  their 
way  they  were  joined  on  the  long  walk 
by  Sheldon's  younger  sister,  Penny,  and 
their  Scottish  terrier,  Blackie. 

When  they  got  to  the  flea  market  they 
saw  only  five  people.  Two  of  these  were 
female  and  looked  like  twins.  They 
were  about  21  years  old  and  wore  the 
most  out-of-fashion  clothing,  long,  old 
black  dresses,  large  black  hats  and  small 
white  aprons.  They  were  very  ugly, 
having  hooked  noses,  dirty  black  hair, 
green  eyes  and  very  dull  smiles.  The 
men  seemed  very  sad  and  gloomy- 
looking.  They  were  about  six  feet  tall 
and  each  had  on  old,  dirty  and  torn 
clothing.  One  was  about  29  years  old 
and  had  brown  hair  and  blue  eyes. 
Another  was  about  50  years  old  and  had 
grey  hair  and  green  eyes.  The  last  man 
was  quite  old,  about  80  years  of  age, 
had  grey  hair,  blue  eyes  and  a wrinkled, 
dry  face. 

After  Dirk,  Sheldon,  Penny  and 
Blackie  looked  around  the  flea  market, 
Dirk  went  up  and  questioned  the  oldest 
man,  "How  much  do  the  balloons 
cost?"  The  old  man,  bending  down  to 
get  a balloon  from  a box,  answered,  in  a 


grumpy  voice,  "Five  cents  a balloon." 
Satisfied  with  the  price,  Dirk  told  the 
old  man  he  wanted  one  yellow  balloon. 

After  the  old  man  gave  Dirk  the 
yellow  balloon  he  had  purchased,  he 
joined  Sheldon,  Penny  and  Blackie,  on 
the  concrete  sidewalk  and  started  to 
blow  up  the  balloon.  The  balloon  got 
bigger  and  bigger,  until  it  lifted  Dirk 
right  off  the  ground.  Sheldon  tried  to 
pull  Dirk  down  to  the  ground  by 
grasping  his  coat,  but  he  started  to 
leave  the  ground  too.  Penny  then  tried 
to  pull  Sheldon  down  by  grabbing  his 
shirt,  but  she  also  started  to  go  off  the 
ground.  Finally,  Blackie  tried  to  prevent 
Penny  from  leaving  the  ground  by 
holding  onto  her  skirt  by  his  teeth,  but 
he  started  to  go  up  in  the  air  as  well. 

Slowly  the  balloon  rose  to  about  40 
feet.  The  wind  started  to  blow  to  the 
north  and  the  balloon  went  along  with 
it.  After  four  hours  of  travel,  the  balloon 
started  to  drop,  from  40  feet  to  30  feet, 
from  30  feet  to  10  feet,  until  they  finally 
touched  the  ground.  Dirk,  liking  the 
balloon  ride,  let  out  the  air  and  put  the 
balloon  in  his  pocket.  Looking  around, 
they  saw  an  abundance  of  trees  and 
sawmills,  but  only  one  village  could  be 
seen.  Sheldon  decided  they  would  go 
to  the  village  and  seek  information  for 
getting  back  to  Edmonton,  so  they 
started  the  walk  to  the  village. 


When  they  got  to  the  village,  they 
heard  a boy  yelling  out,  "Paperville 
Newspaper,  only  a dime!"  Hearing  this, 
they  knew  they  were  in  Paperville. 
Next,  they  came  to  a small,  old  house. 
Sheldon  started  to  knock  on  the  door 
but  his  hand  went  through  it,  and  Dirk 
was  leaning  against  a wall  of  the  house 
when  the  whole  building  collapsed. 
When  they  saw  this,  they  realized  that 
everything  in  Paperville  was  made  of 
paper. 

Luckily,  there  was  no  one  in  the 
house,  but  their  luck  ran  out  when  the 
owner  saw  them  beside  his  collapsed 
house  and  notified  the  police.  Sheldon 
saw  a policeman  running  towards  them 
so  he  told  Dirk  to  blow  up  the  yellow 
balloon,  then  he  and  Penny,  who  was 
clutching  Blackie,  held  onto  Dirk  and 
they  slowly  got  off  the  ground. 

They  were  about  40  feet  up  in  the  air 
when  a strong  wind  came  in  from  the 
south  and  blew  them  along  for  four 
hours  until  they  came  to  Edmonton. 
Here  the  balloon  started  to  go  lower 
and  finally  they  touched  the  ground 
right  in  front  of  the  flea  market  where 
their  adventure  had  begun. 


David  Sal  ope  k 
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Anita  Soldun,  Gr.  5 
Edmonton 
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The  Great  Athlete 

It  was  the  opening  of  the  Com- 
monwealth Games.  The  German  flag 
was  being  carried  across  the  field.  The 
best  female  athlete,  Margarete  Toews, 
was  carrying  the  flag.  She  had  won 
eight  gold  medals,  and  two  silver  in  the 
1976  Olympics.  After  the  opening 
ceremonies  Margarete  went  in  her  first 
event,  gymnastics. 


Margarete  had  trained  hard  all  winter.  She  did  a series  of  flips,  cartwheels  and 
sommersaults.  All  the  other  contestants  did  the  same  but  not  quite  as  well  as 
Margarete  Toews,  because  she  won  the  gold  medal  in  that  event. 

The  next  event  was  parallel  bars.  She  won  the  gold  medal  again  in  her  second 
event. 

Margarete's  third  event  was  gymnastics  on  the  balance  beam.  She  was  again 
awarded  the  gold  medal. 

That  evening  after  winning  three  gold  medals  she  was  escorted  back  to  her  suite 
by  the  guards.  When  they  reached  her  suite  the  guards  remained  outside  the  door. 

Suddenly  two  men  jumped  out  of  the  closet,  tied  her  up  and  took  her  through  the 
closet  and  out  a pathway  made  through  all  the  vacant  suites  and  into  an 
underground  passage. 

The  next  day  Margarete's  mother  and  Margarete's  friends  wondered  why  she  had 
not  come  to  the  morning's  first  event.  A security  guard  assured  Margarete's  mother 
and  friends  that  Margarete  was  probably  sleeping  in  because  of  her  previous  day's 
hard  work. 

When  the  four  events  Margarete  was  in  began,  everyone  wondered  where  she 
was.  The  guards  searched  her  room.  She  was  gone.  They  found  evidence  of  a 
struggle.  The  games  continued  without  her  and  in  the  second  gymnastic  event 
someone  else  won  the  gold  medal. 

The  detectives  studied  Margarete's  suite,  they  looked  in  the  closet  and  found  the 
opening  and  followed  it.  They  followed  it  to  the  bottom  but  the  detectives  couldn't 
find  the  tunnel  where  she  was  being  held  hostage. 

The  detectives  listened  to  a phone  call  from  her  captors.  The  call  indicated  where 
the  kidnappers  were.  The  detectives  called  the  police  and  they  arrested  them. 

Margarete  went  back  to  the  game  to  complete  her  last  few  events.  She  won  a gold 
in  her  second  event,  parallel  bars,  and  a silver  in  her  third  event,  gymnastics,  and  a 
gold  on  the  balance  beam. 

The  games  were  over  and  Margarete  had  won  five  golds  and  one  silver  and  had 
been  kidnapped.  She  was  tired  and  ready  to  go  home. 

Over  five  armed  guards  took  Germany's  best  female  athlete  to  the  airport  and 
Margarete  Toews  was  flown  home  to  Germany. 

Brian  Riddell,  Gr.  5 

Lloydminster 
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' Great  ^ 

■HpF  Pumpkin  tMW|M| 
BP^  Robbery 

&%|Pjr  We  interrupt  this  program  to  bring 
Mg  you  a special  news  bulletin.  Last  night 
Iggp  Lloyd  Fleetwood,  chief  guard  of  the  Wifpl 
pumpkin  patch,  awoke  to  find  not  one  pumpkin  in  sight. 
We  have  reason  to  believe  that  it  was  the  headless  horse- 
man that  was  to  blame.  He  was  last  seen  carrying  a black 
cape  and  riding  a white  horse.  Anyone  seeing  someone  fit- 
ting this  description  please  contact  Sergeant  Oakheart.  If 
possible  approach  with  caution.  I repeat,  approach 

with  caution.  ^ 


Months  later: 

A citizen  reported  the  headless  horseman  riding  the  streets  of 
Rome.  At  once  Sergeant  Oakheart  entered  the  case.  He  disguised  . 
himself  as  Medusa,  and  his  dog  Mountain  as  the  ghost  j 
dog.  As  they  walked  towards  the  headless  horseman  M 

L he  was  forced  to  surrender  as  he  was  still  in  pos-  jBm 

session  of  the  pumpkins. 


Keith,  Trach,  Gr.  4 1& '6 
Standard 
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Lloyd  Fleetwood > Gr,  4 
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Shelly  Swanson,  Cr.  5 
Vimy 
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On  Pudding  Mountain 


On  Pudding  Mountain 

As  I walked  through  Candy  Land  I 
had  a desperate  craving  for  a choc- 
olate-covered sundae,  with  a cherry  on 
top. 

I saw  it!  Hundreds  of  them,  but  there 
was  one  problem.  The  chocolate 
sundae  was  on  Pudding  Mountain. 

No  one  would  dare  climb  Pudding 
Mountain  because  they  thought  they 
would  fall  through.  But  I had  to  climb 
the  mountain.  Otherwise  I would  starve 
to  death. 

I saw  a path  of  candy  canes  so  I 
walked  on  top  of  them  up  the 
mountain.  But  the  trail  ended.  What 
could  I do  now?  I was  trapped  and  had 
no  other  choice  but  to  walk  on  the 
pudding. 

I took  a giant  leap  onto  the  mountain 
and  down  I fell  through  the  pudding. 
Down,  down  I went,  into  a gigantic  pile 
of  whipping  cream,  vanilla  flavoured.  It 
felt  spongey  but  tasted  delicious.  I ate 
huge  handfuls  of  it  till  I got  sick  to  the 
stomach. 

Then  I saw  a small  hole  at  the  side  of 
the  mountain.  Struggling  desperately,  I 
managed  to  seep  through  it.  Before  I 
knew  it  the  tunnel  was  big  enough  for 
me  to  walk  through. 

Along  the  sides  of  the  tunnel  there 
seemed  to  be  little  hands  passing  out 
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bottles  of  whiskey.  Naturally  I drank 
from  them  since  I was  so  thirsty.  Before 
I knew  it  I felt  like  Mary  Poppins 
bouncing  up  and  down. 

Finally,  through  a crack  of  an  Oh 
Henry  chocolate  bar,  which  was 
blocking  the  way,  I saw  the  end  of  the 
tunnel. 

I knew  the  only  way  I could  get  out  of 
the  mountain  was  if  I ate  the  chocolate 
bar  so  I did.  I finally  got  out  of  the  cave, 
though  I had  a very  painful  stomach 
ache. 

Under  a coke  tree  I sat  down,  and  fell 
asleep  without  a worry  about  the 
chocolate  sundae. 

Kathy  Nagy,  Gr.  6 

Edmonton 
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How  the  Leopard  Got  His  Spots 

Once  upon  a time  there  lived  an  ink  maker.  One  day 
he  was  making  some  red  ink.  All  of  a sudden  he  saw  a big 
cat,  but  it  ran  away.  The  ink  maker  went  on  with  making  his 
ink.  The  next  day  the  ink  maker  went  into  town  to  sell  his 
red  ink.  When  he  got  back  from  town  he  saw  the  big  cat 
again,  but  again  it  ran  away. 

The  next  day  the  ink  maker  made  some  green  and  black 
ink  but  he  only  sold  the  green  ink.  When  he  got  back  from 
town  he  found  black  ink  paw-prints  all  over  the  ground.  He 
followed  the  paw  prints  through  trees,  up  hills,  down  hills 
and  over  grass  until  he  came  to  a cave.  Inside  the  cave  he 
saw  a polka-dot  big  cat. 

He  went  back  to  look  in  his  book  of  big  cats.  After  he 
finished  looking  through  the  book,  he  thought  of 
something.  He  remembered  the  big  cat  he  had  been  seeing 
around  his  place,  then  he  remembered  a paint  brush  he  had 
seen  by  his  pot.  He  didn't  use  a paint  brush.  He  used  a pen. 
Then  he  started  to  think,  "The  big  cat  could  have  flicked  the 
paint  brush  at  himself. 

"Yes,  that's  how  he  did  it.  Yes!" 

He  went  back  to  the  cave  and  lured  the  big  cat  out  of 
the  cave  with  a piece  of  meat.  When  the  cat  flicked  the 
brush  he  covered  himself  with  black  spots,  and  so  the  ink 
maker  decided  to  call  the  big  cat  a leopard. 


Sandy  Lynn  Kotke,  Gr.  5 
Lousana 
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Junior  Blackhorse 
Standard 
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Diamond  Machine 


Pressurized  water  enters  the  pipe  and  solocite  is  added. 
As  it  goes  along,  lanite  is  pumped  into  it  to  change  some  of 
the  molecular  structures.  An  atomic  burner  then  heats  it 
specially  before  going  through  a filter  that  takes  out  some  of 
the  water's  elements.  Zatz  is  added  and  an  electric  gun 
changes  them  to  diamonds.  The  diamonds  are  then  put  in 
boxes. 


Tom  McCallum,  Cr.  4 to  6 
Stettler 
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Oil  at  Last 

Mr.  Pipnoodle  and  Mrs.  Pipnoodle  lived  way  out  in  the 
country.  They  had  a small  black  and  white  — what  I guess 
you  might  call  a house.  It  was  slightly  out  of  order.  The 
flowers  were  growing  on  the  roof  top.  In  fact  a lot  of  weird 
things  were  growing  on  the  roof  top.  The  milking  cow  had 
been  left  out  there  so  long  I don't  see  why  their  roof  did 
not  cave  in,  not  to  mention  the  rest  of  the  house.  Anyway 
I'll  tell  you  this  was  the  queerest  family  that  I'd  ever  seen. 

One  early  morning  after  Mr.  Pipnoodle  had  left  for 
work  Mrs.  Pipnoodle  was  in  the  kitchen  cutting  a 
grapefruit.  Her  coffee  was  boiling,  but  what  the  heck,  why 
should  she  care?  After  she  finished  hacking  her  grapefruit, 
she  put  it  on  the  table.  She  looked  at  her  coffee.  "Perfect," 
she  mumbled. 

She  poured  it  into  her  cup  and  pulled  out  a spoon 
from  the  drawer.  She  took  ten  heaping  spoonfuls  of  the 
sugar  on  the  counter  and  put  it  in  her  coffee.  She  sipped  a 
bit  and  put  it  on  the  counter.  She  reached  for  her 
grapefruit.  When  she  was  halfway  through  her  grapefruit 
she  heard  a weird  noise.  She  looked  around  the  kitchen 
but  couldn't  find  out  where  it  was  coming  from. 

"Must  be  my  children.  . . . No,  it  couldn't  be,  I don't 
have  any." 

She  went  on  eating  her  grapefruit.  She  picked  up  her 
coffee  cup.  Suddenly  she  felt  her  bathrobe  getting  wet. 
She  looked  down.  Oil  was  spurting  two  feet  out  of  the 
floor.  She  felt  her  grapefruit  slipping  out  of  her  hands. 
Now  it  was  bobbing  up  and  down  on  the  oil  fountain.  But 
why  should  she  care?  She  finished  her  grapefruit  and  put  it 
in  the  oven. 

Then  she  stepped  outside.  She  found  a brick  and  went 
in.  She  laid  it  over  the  fountain.  When  the  fountain 
stopped  she  got  a sponge.  If  she  hadn't  thought  her 
husband  would  get  mad  at  her  she  wouldn't  have  cleaned 
it  up,  but  she  did  this  time.  The  rest  of  the  day  she  slept  on 
the  kitchen  floor  as  normal. 


At  6:00  p.m.  she  awoke.  She  decided 
that  she'd  get  dinner  ready.  She  put 
the  five  eggs  which  she  had  found  on 
the  roof  last  week  in  the  frying  pan. 
She  found  some  sugar  left  in  her  coffee 
cup  and  some  flour  in  a vase  which  was 
also  in  the  oven.  She  put  that  stuff  in 
the  frying  pan  too.  She  then  turned  it 
all  to  high. 

Her  husband  was  a bit  smarter  than 
she.  "Hi  honey.  Today  we  got  some 
new  carpets  in,  so  I think  I'll  measure 
the  kitchen  tonight  and  bring  some 
home  tomorrow." 

Her  husband  worked  at  Carpet 
Universe.  Once  he  was  eating  his  lunch 
while  working.  Somehow  the  carpet 
had  turned  out  with  cheese  and 
sardines  in  it.  His  boss  had  said.  "Oh, 
no  matter,  it  looks  all  the  better  and 
smells  all  the  better.  I guess  until  the 
cheese  goes  bad  though.  Then  it  might 
smell  bad." 

Mrs.  Pipnoodle  put  his  dinner  on  the 
counter.  Mr.  Pipnoodle  ate  his  dinner 
as  he  watched  Electric  Company.  That 
was  his  favorite  program. 

After  dinner  when  he  was  all  ready  to 
measure  he  happened  to  notice  the 
brick.  As  he  was  picking  it  up  he  asked 
his  wife  why  it  was  there.  She  was 
eating  the  piece  of  pink  paper  Mr. 
Pipnoodle  was  going  to  write  the 
measurements  on. 


"Oh,  don't  eat  that,  honey." 

Oil  was  now  spurting  all  over  him, 
but  he  didn't  care.  He  was  jumping  for 
joy  in  it.  He  was  so  excited  his  wife  had 
to  cover  it  with  the  brick  so  as  not  to 
make  a mess.  She  didn't  seem  to  notice 
him  jumping  for  he  did  a lot  of  that. 
Mrs.  Pipnoodle  went  on  eating  the 
paper  while  Mr.  Pipnoodle  went 
bouncing  over  to  the  phone. 

"Police,  cops,  come  quick  . . . ya, 
country  ...  no  number."  Mr.  Pip- 
noodle went  to  his  so-called  bedroom 
and  changed. 

The  police  arrived.  At  this  time  the 
world  was  short  of  oil. 

"Sir  we  believe  you.  You  don't  have 
to  show  us.  At  least  not  now  when 
we're  going  to  be  off  duty.  Especially  as 
we're  going  out  with  the  girls." 

The  police  called  a man  who  rep- 
resented a local  oil  company  and  he 
said  that  he  would  be  right  over. 
Meanwhile  Mr.  Pipnoodle  bounced  up 
and  down  like  a ball.  A man  arrived  and 
looked  at  the  oil. 

"Here  sir,  you  get  a thousand  dol- 
lars." When  the  man  and  police  left 
Mrs.  Pipnoodle  was  asleep  on  the 
kitchen  floor  again.  I mean  why  should 
she  care  if  they  were  rich?  She  didn't 
even  know  what  oil  was. 


Shannon  Cossey,  Gr.  5 
Edmonton 
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The  Greasy-Grimy  Donuts 

Once  upon  a time  there  was  a King  who  loved  donuts.  Every  morning  the  King 
would  have  donuts.  At  lunch  and  at  super  he  had  donuts.  The  king  had  grown  fat,  so 
fat  that  he  could  not  go  through  the  doorway  or  sleep  on  his  bed  so  he  had  to  sleep 
on  the  floor.  Everyone  laughed  and  laughed  at  the  King.  So  the  King  went  on  a diet. 

In  two  months  the  King  was  his  normal  self  again.  Then  the  King  promised  he 
would  never  eat  donuts  again.  One  day  the  King  went  into  the  royal  kitchen.  The 
cook  had  gone  shopping  so  the  King  took  a peek  at  the  dessert  which  the  lords  and 
ladies  were  having.  It  was  greasy-grimy  donuts,  the  King's  favorite.  He  forgot  about 
his  promise  and  gobbled  down  all  the  donuts.  Then  the  King  ate  all  the  things  in  the 
kitchen.  He  ate  the  pots,  pans,  cups  and  trays.  The  King  was  so  fat  that  the  whole 
palace  exploded.  The  King  rolled  down  the  hill.  At  the  end  of  the  road  the  King 
exploded  too. 


Karel  Felkar,  Gr.  4 

Canyon  Creek 
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That  was  the  end  of  the  King.  All  the 
town's  people  went  to  the  King's 
funeral.  When  it  was  over,  a croak  came 
from  the  casket.  Out  popped  the  King. 
The  King  was  not  really  dead  just  all  the 
fat  had  blown  off.  Everyone  was  glad 
the  King  was  alive.  The  King  said  that  no 
one  could  make  donuts  again. 

And  that  promise  the  King  kept. 

Kathy  Betton,  Gr.  4 

Edmonton 
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The  Magic  Flute 

"And  furthermore/'  said  Miss  Pick- 
ket,  "I  don't  think  a junkyard  is  a very 
safe  place  to  play!  Do  you  Mr.  Mayor?" 

"Well,"  said  the  mayor,  "David  and 
Bobby  have  played  here  a long  time  and 
they  have  never  hurt  themselves!" 

"I  don't  care  if  they  have  hurt 
themselves  or  not!"  yelled  Miss  Pickket. 
"This  town  looks  like  a pigpen  with  this 
junkyard  in  the  middle  of  it!  So  I just 
thought  we  could  clear  all  this  away  and 
in  its  place  erect  a grocery  store.  You  do 
understand,  don't  you  David?" 

"Yes,  Ma'am,"  said  David  looking 
down  at  the  ground.  "I  understand!" 
Suddenly  he  saw  something  under  an 
old  lampshade.  He  picked  it  up  and  lo 
and  behold,  it  was  a brand  new  flute. 
"Wow!  Look  what  I found!"  said  David, 
"A  brand  new  flute  and  there's  not  a 
scratch  or  dent  on  it!"  He  tried  playing 
it  but  it  wouldn't  work.  He  tried  again 
and  he  got  a faint  sound.  He  tried  once 
more  and  he  started  playing  like  a 
professional.  Suddenly  the  end  of  the 
flute  began  to  smoke  and  took  the 
shape  of  a genie.  The  genie  boomed 
out  in  a loud  voice  which  only  David 
could  hear. 

"I  am  the  genie  of  the  flute!  Your 
wish  is  my  command!" 


David  whispered  to  the  genie,  "l-l 
wish  th-that  Miss  Pickket  would 
disappear  and  never  come  back  here 
again!" 

"So  be  it!"  said  the  genie.  He  clapped 
his  hands,  mumbled  a strange  sentence 
and  Miss  Pickket  disappeared  and  was 
never  seen  in  that  city  again. 

From  then  on  Bobby  and  David  kept 
their  junkyard. 


Carrie  Prouse,  Gr.  6 
Mynarski  Park 
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Bic  Electric  Eraser 

Introducing  the  new  "Bic"  electric  eraser.  It  is  so  good 
that  it  can  erase  a "5  x 10"  sheet  of  paper  in  four  seconds.  It 
is  available  in  shock-resistant  models.  It  comes  with  built  in 
radio,  flashlight,  CB,  siren,  digital  watch,  radar,  telephone, 
cable  TV,  pen  and  pencil,  compass,  calculator  and  4000 
word  memory  bank,  in  ten  different  colours.  Kids!  Great  for 
school,  final  exams.  When  the  postman  arrives  just  pay 
$35.99  for  this  remarkable  offer.  Remember  it's  only 
available  for  a short  time. 


Roddy  Morgan  & Billy  Avaomenko 
Rumsey 
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Shelly  Swanson,  Gr.  5 
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The  Lone  Stranger  Rides  Again 


1.  SOUND: 

2.  NARRATOR 


3.  SOUND: 

4.  NARRATOR 


5.  SOUND: 


FIRE  CRACKLING 

It  was  a warm  bright  night  at  the  bottom  of 
the  foothills  in  southern  United  States.  The 
fire  was  burning  low  as  Mad  Jack  and  his 
gang  were  about  to  get  on  their  way. 

FIRE  OUT 

Mad  Jack  was  a rough  tough  bandito  with  a 
five  thousand  dollar  reward  on  his  head.  He 
was  dressed  all  in  black  and  on  his  head  he 
wore  a black  cowboy  hat  with  a solid  gold 
chain  around  it. 

HORSES  GALLOPING 
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6.  NARRATOR 

7.  MAD  JACK 

8.  SOUND: 

9.  NARRATOR 

10.  MAD  JACK 

11.  NARRATOR 

12.  MAD  JACK 

13.  NARRATOR 


14.  MAD  JACK 

15.  NARRATOR 

16.  MAD  JACK 

17.  NARRATOR 


As  Mad  Jack  and  his  gang  were  riding  along 
the  trail,  he  suddenly  said: 

This  is  it. 

HORSES  OUT 

They  all  dismounted  and  hid  the  horses  in 
some  trees  nearby. 

Pete,  you  and  Buck  climb  that  hill  and  signal 
us  when  you  see  the  stagecoach  coming. 

After  Pete  and  Buck  were  gone,  he  said  to 
the  rest  of  the  gang: 

Move  that  tree  across  the  road. 

Soon  after  they  were  signaled  that  the 
stagecoach  was  coming.  The  stagecoach 
came  to  a halt  where  the  tree  had  been 
placed  across  the  road  and  the  driver 
climbed  down  from  his  seat.  Mad  Jack  came 
out  of  the  bushes  and  said: 

Don't  move  a muscle  or  I'll  blow  your  brains 
out. 

The  poor  driver  almost  had  a heart  attack. 
Get  the  bag  of  money,  boys,  and  untie  the 
horses. 

They  spooked  the  horses  and  Mad  Jack  tied 
the  driver  to  a tree  and  left  him  there.  Then 
they  rode  south  heading  for  Mexico. 


Brian,  Gr.  8 
Airdrie 
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Jane's  Marriage 

Jane  Horse  was  in  love  with  Cam.  Cam  was  intelligent  and  Jane 
was  pretty.  She  worked  in  the  bakery  her  dad  owned.  Jane  and  Cam 
planned  to  get  married  in  a desert  town,  Quiet  Desert,  where  they 
lived. 

Bad  Rock  loved  Jane  and  hated  Cam  because  he  was  going  to  take 
Jane  away  from  him  forever. 

On  the  day  Jane  and  Cam  were  going  to  get  married  Bad  Rock 
rode  into  town. 

"Oh,  do  you  think  I look  OK?"  asked  Jane. 

"Fine,  you're  beautiful,"  answered  Mrs.  Horse. 

"I'll  go  down  and  get  your  flowers  for  you  and  do  a few  other 
things.  You  stay  right  here,"  Mrs.  Horse  told  Jane. 

Meanwhile  downstairs  Cam  stood  waiting  for  the  wedding  to 
begin. 

"Is  she  ready?"  Cam  asked  Mrs.  Horse. 

"Yes,  I guess  if  everyone  is  ready  I'll  go  get  her." 

Mrs.  Horse  excitedly  went  up  the  stairs.  When  she  got  up  to  the 
room  Mrs.  Horse  screamed. 

"She's  not  here!" 

Cam  spoke  calmly.  "Maybe  she  went  to  get  something." 

"No,  no,"  answered  Mrs.  Horse,  "I  told  her  not  to  go  anywhere." 

The  Sheriff,  Mr.  Riley,  stood  up  "I  saw  Bad  Rock  today.  Do  you 
think  . . . ?" 

"Well  I'm  going  to  find  her,"  Cam  said  angrily. 

"In  those  clothes?"  asked  Dixie,  his  mom. 

"Yes.  We  are  going  to  get  married  today  even  if  I have  to  stay  up 
till  midnight." 

Cam  charged  out  on  his  horse. 

Cam  said,  "Sheriff  you  go  east  and  I'll  go  this  way."  He  pointed  to 
the  west. 

Off  they  went.  About  twenty  minutes  later  Cam  found  Rock  and 
Jane. 

Bad  Rock  was  trying  to  make  Jane  marry  him. 

Cam  spoke  up,  "Bad  Rock,  Jane  wants  to  marry  me!" 

Bad  Rock  asked,  "Then  how  come  she's  standing  here  with  me?" 

"Because  you  took  her — kidnapped  her!"  answered  Cam. 

"Well  let's  have  a showdown,"  said  Bad  Rock. 

"Fine.  Today  at  3:00.  That  gives  us  enough  time  to  get  back  into 
town." 

Jane  pleaded,  "No,  please  have  a contest  instead.  I don't  want  to 
see  either  of  you  hurt." 
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"And  what  kind  of  a contest?"  asked  Bad  Rock. 

"A  race  to  see  who  can  get  to  that  cactus  and  back  to  town  first. 
OK?" 

"Sure,"  answered  Cam. 

"On  your  marks,  get  set,  and  go,"  yelled  Jane. 

Off  they  went. 

"Well  we  best  get  back  to  town  and  wait  for  them  there." 
Everyone  went  back  to  town. 

"What  happened  to  them,  it's  10:00  p.m.?"  cried  Jane. 

"Don't  worry,  they'll  come  back,"  comforted  Mr.  Mean,  who  was  a 
kind  and  generous  man. 

"Oh,  why  did  I have  to  open  my  big  mouth?" 

"It's  not  very  big.  I would  say  it  is  smaller  than  any  part  of  you." 
"That's  not  funny,"  Jane  replied. 

"I'm  sorry,"  apologized  Mr.  Mean. 

Clop,  clop,  clop,  clop. 

"Cam,  you're  back." 

"And  Bad  Rock  is  just  behind  me." 

"What  happened?" 

"Bad  Rock  set  a booby  trap  and  it  backfired  and  got  both  of  us  but 
I got  out  first  and  then  let  him  loose.  Come  on.  We  have  to  get  married 
today." 

Jane  and  Cam  got  married  and  when  they  came  outside  Bad  Rock 
was  riding  out  of  town. 

"This  won't  be  the  last  time  you  see  me!" 

Nancy  Scheen,  Cr.  4 Marna  Buchanan 

Strathmore  Airdrie 
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The  Great  Gold  Creek  Mystery 

Nine  years  ago  a man  named  Toughie  John  went  prospecting  in  a mine 
called  Strike- It- Rich.  He  went  deep  inside  when  all  of  a sudden  the  mine 
caved  in  and  the  entrance  was  blocked. 

Then  he  saw  a strange  glow  with  a prospector  and  a mule  in  it. 

The  ghost  prospector  said  'There's  no  way  out  so  ya'd  better  make  the 
best  of  it." 

"Shucks,  what  a guy  will  do  for  money,"  thought  Toughie  to  himself. 

Then  this  prospector  said,  "You  can  have  some  beans.  They  are  real." 

"How  do  you  appear  and  disappear?"  said  Toughie. 

The  prospector  said  "My  mule  kicks  and  we  disappear." 

"How  do  I get  out?"  said  Toughie. 

"There's  a haunted  mining  truck  that  comes  out  of  that  tunnel.  It 
usually  makes  a hole  thar,"  replied  the  ghost,  pointing  at  the  entrance. 
"And  don't  say  pardon  me;  it  makes  the  mule  kick!" 

"Pardon  me?  I never  heard  you,"  said  Toughie. 

The  mule  kicked  a hole  in  the  wall,  then  he  and  the  prospector 
disappeared.  Toughie  walked  happily  out  of  the  new  entrance  made  by  the 
ghostly  mule  that  kicked. 


Jeff  Bain,  Gr.  5 
Stony  Plain 
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Dear  Dan 


Anna  Christensen,  Gr.  4 to  6 
Rosebud 
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Dear  Dan, 

How  are  you  all  doing  in  the  city?  We're  doing  just  jim 
dandy.  You'd  never  guess  what  happened  in  our  little  ol' 
farm  house.  Well  just  last  night  my  pa  heard  a noise.  It  was 
Nelly.  She  was  just  a-screaming  like  a banshee.  My  pa  ran 
out  to  her  stable  and  found  a wily  old  coyote  just  a-snarling 
at  her.  My  pa  saw  him  and  ran  like  a frightened  puppy 
because  of  that  there  a-foaming  coyote. 

Just  then  that  there  coyote  tried  to  snatch  up  Nelly's 
calf.  Well  while  he  did  that  he  tipped  over  the  oil  can.  When 
Nelly  saw  that,  she  kicked  that  there  coyote  to  kingdom 
come.  Just  then  pa  got  up  enough  nerve  to  come  in.  Pa  saw 
that  everything  was  all  right  so  he  dropped  the  match  he 
was  holding  on  the  oil.  At  the  same  time  pa  stepped  on 
Nelly's  tail  and  Nelly  kicked  up  with  a squeal  and  knocked 
off  the  pig  feed  on  the  match  and  smothered  the  match. 
Nelly  saved  our  farm  house  from  a fire. 
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Yours  sincerely, 
Jed  Brown 


Greed  Kills  the  Sheriff! 

The  west  was  hot  and  dry.  Mr.  McGilly,  the  Sheriff,  had 
everything  he  wanted  in  the  world  except  for  one  certain 
horse.  That  was  Mr.  Andrews's  shiny  black  horse  called 
Midnight.  He  wanted  Midnight  to  be  with  his  thirty-four 
other  shiny  black  horses.  Mr.  Andrews  would  not  give  in 
and  sell  so  the  Sheriff  planned  to  steal  the  horse  and  a little 
gold  too.  But  he  goofed,  he  told  his  deputy  and  when  word 
got  to  Mr.  Andrews,  Mr.  Andrews  hid  his  money  and  would 
not  sell  Midnight.  Mr.  Andrews  bought  a dirty  old  horse 
that  was  black.  He  washed  it  till  it  shone.  He  hid  Midnight  in 
the  vegetable  cellar  and  fed  Midnight  regularly.  The  Sheriff 
came  Friday  night  to  steal  Midnight  but  he  got  Dusty  instead 
and  never  noticed  the  difference.  Whenever  they  met,  Mr. 
Andrews  would  ask  the  Sheriff  where  he  got  such  a 
beautiful  horse  and  he  always  replied  that  he  bought  it.  Mr. 
Andrews  always  smiled  and  walked  smugly  away. 

Leroy  Bell,  Gr.  4 
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Horse  Thieves 

Long  ago,  on  an  old  dusty  trail  of 
Texas,  on  the  sacred  grounds  of  Apache 
land,  the  Apache  Indians  were  holding 
a sacred  ceremony.  This  ceremony  was 
called  the  Ceremony  of  Death!  The 
reason  for  this  was  that  the  Chiefs  son 
had  been  shot  while  guarding  the 
horses.  As  the  body  was  carried  off  to 
be  burnt,  the  chief  called  out  in  anger, 
"Kimo  sava  tola"  which  meant  "The 
white  man  shall  die!" 

A few  days  passed,  then  the  Chief 
became  very  sick.  Since  he  didn't  have 
any  more  sons  he  decided  he'd  have  to 
pick  a leader.  He  thought  on  how  he 
was  going  to  choose  one.  To  pick  a 
leader  was  very  hard  because  he  had  to 
be  brave  and  a good  leader,  for  if  he 
wasn't  the  Apaches  would  be  lost. 
Finally,  the  Chief  called  all  his  tribe 
together.  "I've  made  a decision  and 
there  is  to  be  a test.  Each  warrior  must 
prove  his  bravery  by  fighting  the  evil 
spirits.  I will  pick  three  warriors  and  at 
sunset  the  test  will  begin." 

As  the  last  of  the  sun's  rays  were 
gathered  into  one  ball  and  tucking 
themselves  under  the  clouds,  the  test 
began.  Each  warrior  was  led  to  the  kimo 
where  the  test  would  be  held.  They 
were  given  some  powder  and  left  alone. 
The  first  two  warriors  took  the  powder 


and  then  were  in  what  seemed  to  be  a 
nightmare,  but  the  third  warrior,  Shana, 
didn't  take  the  powder  because  he 
thought  he  would  prove  his  bravery  in  a 
different  way.  "I  will  capture  those 
thieves,"  he  thought  to  himself.  He 
waited  until  dark  then  slowly  crept  out. 
His  greased  moccasins  made  no  noise 
at  all.  He  slowly  crept  past  the  kimo  and 
around  some  bushes  where  he  could 
see  the  horses  grazing  perfectly.  "I 
must  make  a trap  somehow,"  he 
thought.  Then  he  remembered  that 
when  Donna,  a white  girl,  had  come  to 
visit,  she  had  shown  them  how  to  make 
something  called  a bell.  They  had  made 
some  bells  and  left  them  in  a cave. 
"Why,  that  cave  is  right  over  there,"  he 
muttered  to  himself,  "I  must  hurry."  So, 
he  went  over  and  found  the  bells  right 
where  they  had  left  them.  "Oh  dear," 
he  muttered,  "there  are  not  enough.  I 
will  just  have  to  put  them  on  the  best 
horses,  surely  they  will  take  them  first." 
Away  he  went  to  put  the  bells  on  the 
horses. 

Meanwhile,  Sam,  Haul  and  Larry,  the 
horse  thieves,  were  not  far  away. 
"Haul,"  said  Sam,  "It's  your  job  to 
knock  out  the  Indian  on  watch.  Larry, 
you  drive  the  horses  where  I'll  be 
waiting  and,  remember,  no  noise.  I 
don't  plan  on  fighting  off  a whole 
tribe."  Shana  had  already  tied  the  bells 


on  the  horses.  "Let  them  try  to  take  the 
horses  now,"  laughed  Shana. 

Soon  the  thieves  rode  up.  "OK,  move 
men,"  shouted  Sam.  Haul  rode  over  to 
knock  out  the  guard,  but  to  his 
surprise,  there  wasn't  one.  Haul  was  so 
amazed  he  nearly  fell  off  his  horse! 
There  was  nothing  more  to  do  so  he 
decided  to  help  with  the  roundup.  Haul 
rode  over  to  the  horses  and  started 
yelling,  "Ha-ha."  Well,  the  horses  got 
so  frightened  they  started  galloping. 
The  horses  with  bells  started  running 
too,  so  the  bells  began  ringing. 

The  whole  tribe  had  woken  up  and 
rushed  out  to  see  what  had  happened. 
While  three  of  the  tribe  members  made 
the  capture,  Shana  was  brought  before 
the  Chief.  The  Chief  looked  at  him,  his 
eyes  twinkling,  and  said,  "Moca  deleeto 
fastoo"  which  meant,  "You  are  truly  a 
brave  warrior." 

Mary  Elliott,  Gr.  5 

St.  Albert 
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The  Great  Gold  Creek  Mystery 


Anonymous,  Gr.  5 
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Long  ago,  in  sixty-six, 

When  little  Georgie  was  picking  sticks, 
He  saw  lights  sparkling  from  a stone. 
How  his  cheeks  burned  and  his  eyes 
shone! 

Now  little  Georgie  was  at  a creek, 
Where  he  and  his  friends  played 
hide-and-seek. 

A place  where  many  a man  had  died, 

It  made  him  feel  quite  weird  inside. 

He  took  an  axe  and  cracked  the  rock, 
And  then  was  overcome  with  shock! 

For  there,  as  later  folks  were  told, 
Young  Georgie  had  discovered  gold! 

He  ran  home  as  fast  as  he  could, 

It  really  did  him  a lot  of  good. 

But  he'd  never  get  there,  that's  for  sure, 
For  an  ugly  ghost  had  planned  a lure; 
Toys  of  every  kind  and  size. 

Georgie  could  not  believe  his  eyes. 

In  the  middle  there  was  a throne, 

Made  of  rotten  fish  and  stone. 

The  stench  was  simply  terrible. 

It  really  was  unbearable! 

So  Georgie  turned  the  other  way, 

And  saw  some  gold  wrapped  up  in  hay. 
He  walked  toward  it  very  slow, 

He  didn't  really  want  to  go. 

But  thought  he  ought  to  have  a peek, 

At  the  gold  on  the  bank  of  the  spooky 
creek. 


Georgie  saw  such  gold  already, 

That  he  started  to  feel  a little  heady. 

He  fell  on  the  ground  with  a mighty 
"PLOP", 

That  made  everything  around  him  stop. 
When  he  woke  up  he  saw  the  ghost, 
Eating  a piece  of  ghostly  toast. 

It  walked  around  him,  stalking  prey, 

For  he  was  wanting  death  that  day. 

The  earth  had  opened  and  made  a 
gorge, 

And  down  inside  it  went  poor  Georgie. 
It  closed  up  tightly  with  a bump, 

And  all  it  left  was  a little  hump. 

His  parents  searched  and  found  the 
pile, 

They  dug  and  dug;  which  took  a while. 
And  after  all  the  work  they  could  do, 

All  they  found  was  Georgie's  shoe. 

They  started  crying,  they  wept,  and  oh! 
It  isn't  polite  to  be  saying  so, 

But  the  toughest  quiz  in  history, 

Will  always  remain  a mystery. 

Lisa  Millette,  Gr.  5 
Edmonton 
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The  Ghost  That 
Never  Was 

One  day  in  the  1870s,  just  as  the  sun 
was  rising  in  the  east,  two  men  were 
entering  town.  The  one  man's  name 
was  Buck  and  the  other  was  Bill. 

This  town  had  no  real  name.  There 
was  a sign  though  saying  "You  are  now 
entering  . . ."  and  the  rest  was  shot  off. 

Buck  was  wearing  a sheriffs  badge 
and  Bill  a deputy's.  Buck  was  fat,  and 
had  old  dusty  clothes  on.  Bill  was 
skinny  and  dumb.  These  two  fellows 
were  transferred  to  this  town.  They 
didn't  know  that  no  one  lived  in  the 
town. 

Bill  then  said,  "Duh,  this  town  sure 
looks  empty." 

"I  suppose." 

"Well,  let's  go  eat,  I'm  starved!" 
Buck  said  while  patting  his  stomach. 

They  both  walked  into  a little  cafe. 
No  one  was  there.  Buck  went  into  the 
kitchen  but  he  saw  that  there  was  no 
food  at  all.  Buck  was  the  type  of  guy 
who  loved  food. 

"There  is  no  food  here.  I will  ...  I 
mean  we  will  starve!" 

"It's  all  right.  There's  some  bread  in 
my  sack  here,"  Bill  said. 

"That's  right  for  you,  you  couldn't 
care  less,"  Buck  screamed.  (You  see 
Bill  didn't  care  for  food  that  much.) 

They  walked  out  of  the  cafe  and  over 
to  the  jailhouse.  Bill  took  a broom  and 
started  sweeping  the  sidewalk  while 


Buck  went  inside,  eating  the  bread.  As 
Bill  was  sweeping,  bullets  were  shot  at 
his  feet.  He  looked  around  and  just 
saw  a gun. 

"Help,  help!  Get  a sheriff!  There  is  a 
gun  shooting  at  me!"  Bill  hollered. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you?"  Buck 
questioned. 

"I  saw  a ghost!"  Bill  replied.  "There 
was  one  shooting  a gun  at  me!" 

"It's  possible.  There  is  supposed  to 
be  a ghost  around  here  called  Ruff 
Roger,"  muttered  Buck. 

Later  in  the  evening  just  as  they  were 
getting  ready  for  bed,  Bill  had  to  go 
outside  to  his  horse  to  say  goodnight. 
Bill  saw  the  same  gun  again.  He  slowly 
walked  into  the  cafe  where  Buck  was. 

Bill  whispered,  "Buck,  Buck,  where 
are  you?" 

Buck  was  not  there.  A voice  from  the 
street  yelled  out.  "Come  out  here  and 
fight  like  a man.  I want  a shoot-out  or 
your  friend  is  dead." 

Bill  slowly  came  out,  scared  half  to 
death.  He  hardly  knew  how  to  shoot  a 
gun.  Bill  said,  "Look  Ruff  or  whatever 
your  name  is,  I don't  see  how  I'm 
going  to  shoot  you  when  I can't  see 
you." 

Ruff  replied,  "Just  don't  look,  you 
fool." 

They  started  getting  ready  for  the 
fight.  All  of  a sudden  a big  bag  of  sand 
fell  on  Bill's  head  and  it  knocked  him 
down.  Then  a door  opened  and  a 

Laura  Desjarlais,  Gr.  6 
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horse  came  running  out.  Buck  came  up 
to  Bill  who  had  passed  out,  and 
explained  what  was  going  on  even 
though  Bill  wasn't  listening. 

"I've  got  our  man,  Ruff  Roger,"  Buck 
explained.  "He  is  a real  person.  He 
would  just  tie  the  gun  to  a string  and 
use  his  own  voice." 

"He  tried  to  scare  off  a lot  of  people 
but  not  us,"  Buck  said. 

The  next  morning  Bill,  Buck  and  Ruff 
Roger  set  out  for  a town  with  a good 
jailhouse. 

Linda  Waldroff,  Gr.  6 
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The  Wild  West 

About  a hundred  years  ago  there  was  a town  called 
Shoot-out,  in  Arizona.  This  town  was  very  small  and  not 
many  people  lived  there.  It  had  a saloon,  a hotel,  a bank, 
stables,  and  a stagecoach  station.  All  of  these  things  were 
used  often  and  the  people  of  Shoot-out  were  glad  to  have 
them. 

Surrounding  Shoot-out  were  open  plains  and  wide 
prairies,  almost  a desert.  The  only  river  was  called  Gold 
Creek  which  supplied  Shoot-out's  water.  About  a hundred 
yards  away  from  Gold  Creek  lived  Jake  Golden,  a 
millionaire,  who  won  his  fortune  gambling.  Jake  lived  in  a 
two  storey  house  with  all  sorts  of  expensive  things  such  as 
diamond  rings  (hidden  safely  in  an  old  cigar  box  under  his 
bed).  But  he  was  a foolish  miser.  At  65  Jake  pretended  he 
was  young  again.  He  loved  any  woman  who  even  winked  at 
him. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  in  town  a woman  by  the  name 
of  Candy  O'Brian  was  slyly  thinking  up  a way  to  get  Jake's 
money.  The  town  sheriff  was  forever  trying  to  prove  that 
she  was  guilty  of  crime;  for  instance  she  robbed  the  bank 
with  her  gang  and  the  sheriff  arrested  her  but  couldn't  find 
any  evidence  on  her  or  her  men,  so  he  had  to  let  her  go. 

She  knew  Jake  would  go  crazy  over  her  or  any  other 
woman,  for  she  had  everything  a man  ever  wanted.  Her 
flaming  red  head  of  hair  drove  men  wild. 

She  set  out  for  Jake's  place,  and  when  she  got  there  she 
didn't  have  to  knock  on  the  door.  "Hello  there,  tiger,"  she 
said  in  her  sophisticated  voice.  I guess  you  could  imagine 
Jake's  reaction.  He  acted  very  shy  but  actually  he  was 
burning  up  inside.  This  was  exactly  what  Candy  wanted. 
"Goody-bye,  tiger,"  she  said  slowly  and  hurried  away. 
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The  day  after  that,  Jake  set  out  on  his  horse,  Lucky,  to 
find  the  lovely  lady  who  was,  of  course,  Candy  O'Brian.  He 
started  in  town  at  the  saloon. 

"He's  coming,  Candy,"  one  of  Candy's  men  told  her  in 
a whisper.  Candy  walked  out  and  greeted  Jake.  "We  meet 
again,  tiger,"  said  Candy. 

"I  reckon  we  do,"  Jake  replied  looking  at  her, 
wide-eyed.  He  was  in  just  the  right  position  to  get  shot  but 
the  gun  the  killer  held  (one  of  Candy's  men  of  course) 
didn't  work.  It  was  loaded  but  when  he  pulled  the  trigger 
back  it  wouldn't  work.  None  of  the  other  men  dared  to 
shoot  because  Candy  hadn't  told  them  to. 

Quickly,  seeing  the  problem,  Candy  shooed  out  Jake, 
which  was  hard  to  do  because  Jake  didn't  want  to  go.  But 
seeing  he  wasn't  wanted  he  went  out,  got  on  his  horse,  and 
galloped  away. 

"What  was  wrong?"  Candy  demanded  (for  this  had 
never  happened  before). 

"Something's  missing  out  of  the  special  gun  I ordered," 
Dan,  one  of  Candy's  men,  complained. 

It  took  some  time  to  get  the  special  gun  piece  they 
needed  and  during  that  time  Jake  had  invited  his  identical 
twin,  Jem,  over.  The  day  after  Candy  got  the  special  piece 
for  her  gun  Jem  came  into  town  by  himself.  Into  the  saloon 
he  went  and  as  soon  as  he  got  in  Dan  shot  him  (Candy's 
orders).  They  put  the  body  in  the  river  (knowing  it  would  be 
carried  to  the  ocean). 

Now  it  just  so  happened  that  Jake  was  down  by  the 
river  getting  some  water  when  Jem's  body  floated  by. 
Seeing  his  brother  dead  he  brought  him  to  the  house  and 
quickly  called  the  Sheriff. 

Just  after  the  Sheriff  got  there,  Candy  sneaked  in  the 
back  entrance  with  her  gun,  planning  to  take  all  the  money 


in  the  house.  The  Sheriff  caught  her  with  the  gun  as 
evidence.  In  a few  days  the  whole  gang  were  rounded  up 
and  put  into  jail. 

Jake  had  learned  a lesson,  a very  important  one,  which 
was  not  to  be  so  foolish  and  to  try  to  be  sensible 
sometimes.  Also,  not  to  go  after  women  like  a puppy  dog. 


Karen  May,  Gr.  5 
St.  Albert 
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>ark  Side  of  the  Moon 


From  the  Dark  Side  of  the  Moon 

Now  we're  on  the  other  side, 
of  the  dark,  dark  moon. 

We  will  all  reach  Pluto 
very,  very  soon. 

Everytime  you  go  outside, 

there's  an  adventure  for  you. 

There  are  comets,  meteors  and 
satellites  too. 

So  if  you  crave  adventure, 

you'd  better  come  with  me. 

We'll  sail  through  air 
like  a ship  on  a sea. 

Shauna  Smigelski,  Gr.  6 

Oyen 
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I saw  it. 

It  was  saucer-shaped  and  about  as  big  as  a house.  It 
came  out  of  nowhere  and  circled  slowly  around  me  — one, 
two,  three,  four  times  — before  landing  about  fifty  yards 
away.  I didn't  move  for  a minute.  And  then  they  came  out! 

They  looked  half  human.  They  had  blotched,  purple 
faces  and  horizontal  lips  of  a ghastly  grey  color.  Their  eyes, 
like  red-hot  coals,  seemed  to  burn  me  with  every  glance. 
Their  arms  were  boneless  tentacles  of  slime,  and  their 
slender  fingers  writhed  in  ceaseless  motion,  like  living 
snakes  as  they  reached  out  to  me.  The  creatures  moved 
towards  me  on  legs  which  looked  like  the  gnarled  branches 
of  trees,  riddled  with  shot-gun  pellets  and  oozing  with 
slime.  They  were  horrible! 

Tim  Nowrot 
Vegreville 
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The  Egyptian  Eavesdropper 


1.  MARILYN 

2.  ORVILLE 

3.  R-2-D-2 

4.  SOUND. 

5.  MARILYN 

6.  ORVILLE 

7.  MARILYN 

8.  GEORGIE 


9.  ORVILLE 

10.  MARILYN 

11.  ORVILLE 


12.  MARILYN 


13.  ORVILLE 

14.  GEORGIE 


R-2-D-2  please  send  us.  We  have  to  tell  the 
Pharaoh  who  we  think  was  eavesdropping. 
Please. 

All  right! 

Whrrrrrrrrrrrr-plop  from  2001  LP 
Here  we  are  — 

Boy!  Everything  looks  so  different  from 
Edmonton.  It  looks  so  old. 

That's  because  we're  in  Ancient  Egypt. 

We'd  better  hide  behind  this  sand  dune 
because  there  is  that  slave  we  asked  for 
water.  If  he  sees  us  out  there  instead  of 
inside  he  might  get  suspicious. 

Marilyn,  do  you  know  what  time  it  is? 

No  Orville,  what  time  is  it? 

It's  one  o'clock.  Right  now  I should  be 
doing  my  one  hundred  sit-ups  to  lose  some 
weight! 

Well  I'm  sorry,  but  you'll  have  to  wait  until 
we  get  back  to  Edmonton!  Quick!  While  no 
one's  looking!  Let's  sneak  into  the  pyramid. 
Is  everybody  in  here? 

Yes. 

Good,  now  where  do  you  suppose  the 
Pharaoh  is  now? 


15.  ORVILLE  Let's  try  the  room  where  we  saw  him  earlier. 

16.  DIANE  Cm'on  you  guys  — oh,  oh  it  looks  like 

there's  a supervisor  up  ahead  and  if  he  sees 
us  he'll  probably  make  us  into  slaves. 

17.  MARILYN  Where  can  we  hide! 

18.  slave  DRIVER  Who  goes  there? 

19.  GEORGIE  It'S  only  us! 

20.  SLAVE  DRIVER  Who's  US? 


21.  GEORGIE  Us,  the  Young  Writers. 

22.  SLAVE  driver  Who?  Let  me  take  a look  at  you.  Where  did 

you  come  from  and  what  are  you  doing  in 
that  strange  dress? 

23.  ORVILLE  We're  from  Edmonton,  Alberta,  and  I don't 

think  my  dress  is  so  strange. 

24.  SLAVE  driver  Instead  of  bothering  the  Pharaoh  about  you 

intruders,  I think  you'll  make  wonderful 
slaves. 

25.  NARRATOR  Just  then  the  Pharaoh  walked  by. 

26.  PHARAOH  Release  them! 

27.  MARILYN  Oh  thank  you  sir,  we  were  going  to  be 

made  into  slaves. 


28.  PHARAOH  What's  the  meaning  of  this? 

29.  SLAVE  driver  I thought  I'd  do  you  a favor  by  making  them 

into  slaves. 


30.  PHARAOH 

31.  MARILYN 

32.  PHARAOH 

33.  MARILYN 

34.  PHARAOH 


I see,  and  what  do  you  have  to  say? 

We  think  we  know  who  was  eavesdropping. 
Who? 

The  slave  driver  who  brought  us  to  you  in 
the  first  place. 

Him?  He  is  one  of  my  most  trusted  men.  It 
couldn't  be  him! 


35.  MARILYN  Well,  we  saw  him  running  from  the 

direction  in  which  we  were  standing  with 
you. 

36.  NARRATOR  The  Pharaoh  told  the  overseer  to  go  get  the 

slave  driver.  A few  minutes  later  the 
overseer  came  back. 


37.  PHARAOH 


Why  were  you  running  from  where  we  were 
talking? 

Chris  Chartrand 


Stony  Plain 
From  WRITE  ON! 
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Denis  St.  Louis,  Gr.  7 
Vimy 
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That's  Me! 


"Ah  yes,  this  oil  capsule  will  finish  my  potion.  I will 
make  the  discovery  of  better  oil!  It  will  be  fabulous!" 
exclaimed  Professor  Schultz. 

"My  last  invention,  the  machine,  was  a flub-up,  but  this 
will  not  be!  I'll  be  famous!" 

Just  as  he  was  jabbering  John  and  Jim  walked  in.  "Now, 
don't  start  that  again!"  exclaimed  John,  "You'll  make  a 
mistake  again!" 

"Oh  . . . keep  quiet!"  retorted  Shultz. 

"Come  on  Jim,  let's  leave  Mr.  Flub-up  alone,"  said  John 
as  they  walked  out  of  the  room. 

"As  far  as  I'm  concerned  they  can  always  leave  Mr.  Flub 
...  I mean  me  alone!" 

Meanwhile  at  Alberta's  Science  Laboratory  . . . "Sir, 
there's  oil  men  under  Oil  Post  3!" 

"Sure,  you  expect  me  to  fall  for  that  one  eh?  Never! 
You've  finally  cracked  up,  Lieutenant!" 

"But,  but,  sir  . . ." 

"Enough  of  that.  This  is  no  time  to  be  telling  jokes!" 

"The  Potion  is  now  ready!"  exclaimed  Schultz. 

"Oh  boy,  Schultzy  baby  is  testing  his  fabulous  potion!" 
remarked  Jim.  Schultz  and  the  two  boys  went  to  Oil  Post  3 
and  poured  the  potion  on  the  ground.  There  was  a small 
eruption  and  a puff  of  smoke.  When  everyone  could  see 
again  Shultz  and  the  boys  were  gone! 

"Hey  man,  where  are  we?  I know  we're  somewhere 
down  but  this  is  ridiculous!" 

"We  must  be  inside  the  earth!"  exclaimed  John. 

"Man,  this  place  is  cooo  . . . lid." 

"You  mean  hot,  we're  near  the  core  of  the  earth." 

"Ogga  minga,  hoshga  indiga  nonga  monga!" 

"What  was  that?" 


"Sounded  like  an  Ogga  minga,  hoshga  indiga  nonga 
monga!" 

"What's  an  Ogga  minga  hoshga  indiga  nonga  monga?" 

"I  dunno,  but  it  sure  sounded  like  one!" 

"Look,  a Moil  onster,  I mean  a Monster  Oil!" 

"That's  Oil  Monster,  Schultz,  they're  surrounding  us! 
Help!" 

A couple  of  days  later  the  oil  men  left  and  Schultz  and 
the  boys  were  alone  in  a cave  full  of  oil.  The  big  problem 
was  a fire  which  was  coming  closer  and  closer  — and  you 
know  what  happens  when  oil  and  fire  meet! 

"Hey  . . . a . . . John,  oil  and  fire  are  not  the  greatest 
combination!" 

"Good-bye  world,"  whispered  Schultz. 

Jim  began  singing,  "Feelings  . . ." 

"Oh  quit  the  singing!  . . . This  is  no  time  to  sing,  Jim!" 

"Did  you  hear  the  one  about  the  . . ." 

"No  jokes  either!" 

Suddenly  the  potion  reversed  and  sent  the  three  guys 
back  home. 

"We  ...  we  mit  ade,  I mean  it  made  . . . don't  tell  me, 
I know,  Made  It!" 

Days  later  Schultz  made  a new  potion. 

"It  is  finish  . . ." 

"Cssssh! " 

"You  wrecked  it,  you  wrecked  it! 

"Why  you  little  . . ." 

"That's  me!" 


Greg  Mazur,  Gr.  6 
St.  Albert 

From  YOUNG  WRITERS'  CLUB 


Me  and  My  Adventures  as 
a Protomebagleniciumyoa! 

It  all  started  out  in  about  the  year  4200  A.D.  when  I was 
invented.  I was  made  up  of  93  grams  of  hydroglycerine,  37 
milligrams  of  glucose  and  two  shakes  of  pepper  with  three 
parts  milk.  Right  then  I weighed  about  350  grams,  but  now  I 
only  weigh  nine  grams.  That's  because  I was  put  on  a 
bunsen  burner  after  they  made  me.  Right  now  I don't  look 
much  like  anything.  I have  the  outsides  of  an  amoeba,  the 
whiptail,  or  otherwise  known  as  a flagellum,  of  a euglena.  I 
have  the  insides  of  a paramecium,  and  I'm  about  the  size  of 
an  airhole  on  a bandaid. 

My  adventures  started  out  in  the  morning  of  November 
6th  when  they  set  me  free  into  the  Fredrickburn  River.  I was 
just  paddling  along  looking  for  a mate,  for  it  was  mating 
season,  when  this  gal  comes  up.  I looked  at  her  and  she 
looked  at  me. 

"How  about  we  go  to  the  old  ridge  and  do  some 
fisheyeing?" 

That  pretty  little  lady  looked  back  at  me  and  said  in  a 
cheekish  voice,  "Bug  off!"  and  then  she  took  a chomp  out 
of  my  tail  and  daintily  swam  away  with  a flick  of  her 
flagellum.  I decided  from  now  on  I would  be  much  more 
careful. 

I was  swimming  along  and  I saw  another  girl  just  like 
the  one  I saw  before  except  this  one  had  sunspots. 

She  said  to  me,  "Hi,  there!" 

I replied  with  a quick,  "Bye,  there!"  so  I would  at  least 
have  some  of  my  tail  left. 
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Two  weeks  later  I met  up  with  a real  big  bully.  He  was 
an  amoeba  because  he  had  quite  large  pseudopods.  I said 
to  him,  “My,  what  large  pseudopods  you  have." 

“All  the  better  to  inject  you  with!"  he  replied  with  a 
growl. 

“Oh,  oh!  Here  we  go  again!"  I thought.  1 swam  as 
quickly  as  I could,  trying  to  do  the  breast  stroke  as  I went.  I 
don't  know  how  I did  it,  but  I got  away. 

The  next  day  a bunch  of  school  kids  came  and  scooped 
me  up  in  a glass  jar  where  I was  taken  to  a science  lab  and 
was  studied  under  a microscope  for  two  hours.  I don't 
know  if  you  realize  my  situation  here,  but  if  you  have  ever 
been  studied  under  a microscope  for  two  hours  you  can  get 
quite  dried  up  from  the  heat.  Especially  if  you  live  in  water 
in  the  first  place.  I don't  think  you  know  this  but  if 
protomebagleniciumyoa  get  dried  up,  they  turn  into  cysts, 
sort  of  like  eggs.  They  get  blown  away  somewhere  and  if 
there  is  enough  moisture  they  come  out  from  hibernation 
and  reproduce,  and  would  you  believe  that's  what 
happened  to  me.  So  if  you  think  back,  do  you  realize  that  it 
was  me  that  reproduced  all  those  other  protome- 
bagleniciumyoa! 


Jacqueline  Kutchison,  Gr.  6 
St.  Albert 
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Kelly  Baron,  Cr.  4 
Stony  Plain 
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Name  in  the  Mirror 

The  large  computer  which  sits  beside  the  robot  is  a 
give-away.  It  gives  you  money,  food,  and  bills.  On  the  other 
side  of  the  computer  it  gives  you  a card  which  says  the  past, 
present  and  future  by  the  push  of  a button.  The  robot  runs 
on  two  solar  batteries  and  is  equipped  for  all  the  work.  The 
computer  in  the  background  is  a machine  that  tells  robots 
to  do  all  the  work.  The  humans  are  sleeping,  of  course,  and 
are  relieved  by  the  push  of  a button. 


Roger  Nichols,  Gr.  8 
Nevis 
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Unigalactic  Oil 

It  was  the  year  8000  and  a newly  formed  Death 
Squadron  from  the  war  planet  Lazdra  was  powerfully 
fighting  against  the  Rayals,  which  were  a war  team  from  a 
war  planet  too.  Each  side  was  desperately  trying  to  get  to 
the  planet  Univer. 

The  planet  Univer  was  a planet  floating  in  its  own 
atmosphere  with  a nuclear  shield  around  it.  The  reason 
they  had  developed  this  shield  around  the  planet  was 
because  there  was  a huge  charm  in  the  ground  which  was 
worth  thousands  of  razabits.  The  planet  Univer  was  the 
richest  planet  in  the  galaxy. 

Back  at  the  planet  Lazdra  the  head  commander,  Faltar, 
was  sending  out  the  troops  in  Astro  Falcons,  the  newest 
type  of  flying  fighters. 

Meanwhile,  at  the  Rayal  base  planet  the  only  flying 
defence  they  had  was  a fifty-man  Star  Fighter. 

The  second  in  command  of  the  fifty-man  Star  Fighter 
was  Tarlex.  There  was  no  one  in  command  for  the  Rayals 
because  Faltar,  commander  for  the  war  planet  Lazdra,  had 
killed  Tarlex's  father  in  a battle  a short  time  before. 

Tarlex  was  determined  to  get  revenge  for  his  father's 
murder. 

Back  at  the  Rayal  base  planet,  the  Rayals  were  picking 
up  disturbances  on  their  sicron  scope.  A planet  with  a 
nuclear  shield  was  trying  to  get  into  their  frequency. 

Finally  after  one  dectron  the  planet,  which  was  Univer, 
broke  through  their  frequency.  The  Rayals  found  out  the 
planet  was  Univer.  They  were  relieved.  Finally  after  two 
million  rectrons  they  had  come  in  contact  with  the  planet 
with  the  oil. 

The  planet  Univer  agreed  to  let  the  Rayals  have  half 
the  oil  if  they  would  destroy  the  Lazdra.  The  Rayals  agreed. 

Immediately  the  Rayals  began  making  a solar  powered 
missile  to  fire  at  the  planet  Lazdra. 

Meanwhile,  Tarlex  was  fixing  up  a one-man  Star 
Fighter,  preparing  to  kill  Faltar. 

After  a few  dectrons  he  had  finished  fixing  it.  He 
quickly  jumped  in  and  took  off  at  the  speed  of  light.  He 
arrived  at  the  desolate  planet  of  Lazdra. 


Faltar  was  patrolling  the  area  for  Rayals.  Faltar  spotted 
Tarlex.  He  began  firing  at  him  vigorously  but  missed  all 
times.  Tarlex  began  firing  at  Faltar  but  he  too  missed.  They 
chased  and  fired  at  each  other  until  they  flew  over  the 
planet  Univer.  Tarlex  was  still  chasing  Faltar.  The  Univer 
people  were  looking  up  at  the  fight,  just  then  Faltar  pulled 
behind  Tarlex  and  began  firing  like  mad.  The  Univer 
people  knew  they  had  to  help  Tarlex,  so  they  took  a lazer 
and  blasted  a hole  in  the  ground  and  in  the  nuclear  shield. 
Oil  came  blasting  up.  Falter  flew  into  it.  It  knocked  him 
spinning  into  the  nuclear  shield. 

Meanwhile  the  Rayals  were  already  on  the  countdown 
to  fire  off  the  missile.  Five  - four  - three  - two  - one  - 
fire! 

The  missile  shot  off  like  a lazer.  Almost  immediately 
there  was  a huge  explosion.  The  planet  Lazdra  was  gone. 
The  Rayals  were  awarded  half  the  oil.  Then  the  two  planets 
slowly  drifted  off  into  different  parts  of  the  galaxy. 


Steven  Cosens,  Cr.  6 
St.  Albert 
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The  Bugs  of  New  York 


The  place  was  the  town's  main  dump.  A faint  humming 
was  in  the  air.  The  day  was  dark  with  a light  drizzle  falling. 
From  the  middle  of  the  heap  of  junk,  you  could  hear  a slight 
scraping.  Soon  two  long  feelers  wormed  their  way  out  of 
the  pile.  Then  a glistening  wet,  black  body  followed.  The 
black  shell  had  a dark  green  stripe  down  the  middle.  The 
bug  crawled  out  on  spiky-haired  legs,  and  others  like  him 
followed.  A few  minutes  later,  a million  bugs  were  headed 
towards  New  York  City. 

I glanced  at  the  clock.  Ten  more  minutes  and  the  bell 
would  ring.  Bella  O'Grady  was  giving  her  report  on  Canada. 
I sighed.  What  a boring  day. 

Finally  the  bell  rang.  I grabbed  my  jacket  and  ran  out  in 
the  hall.  My  best  friends,  Darby  and  Shelby,  were  waiting. 
(Darby  and  Shelby  are  twins.) 

As  soon  as  I came  out,  Darby  cried,  "Look  outside! 
They're  huge!  There  are  thous  . . ." 

Shelby  broke  in.  "The  unreal  has  happened.  They've 
come  to  take  over  the  world." 

Meanwhile,  we  had  been  walking  to  the  school's 
entrance.  The  whole  school  must  have  been  there,  just 
staring.  I broke  through  the  crowd  and  saw  what  they  were 
staring  at.  The  road,  or  rather  where  there  had  been  a road, 
was  now  a humming,  buzzing  mass  of  black  with  tinges  of 
green.  I looked  back  and  saw  that  for  five  miles  back  behind 
the  bugs,  it  was  all  bare.  "Why,  they  eat  everything  in 
sight,"  I thought. 


Marilyn  Kerr,  Gr.  6 
Lousana 

From  CREATIVE  HANDS 


81 


I looked  at  Darby  and  suddenly  noticed  Shelby  was  not 
with  us.  Then  I realized  that  the  crowd  was  moving,  running 
around  and  screaming.  I also  realized  that  there  was  a very 
faint  beeping  sound  coming  from  the  direction  of  the  bugs. 

One  by  one,  the  people  were  attacked.  The  strange 
thing  was,  they  did  not  try  to  get  away.  The  people  just 
stood  and  screamed. 

I grabbed  Darby's  hand  and  tried  to  pull  her  away. 
Darby  cried  out,  "Shelby,  look  out!  Shelby!  Shelby!"  Four 
large  bugs  were  crawling  on  Shelby  and  the  largest  bug  took 
a large  bite  and  broke  her  back. 

I pulled  Darby  again.  "Come  on!"  I cried  out.  This  time 
she  came.  We  ran  blindly  through  the  streets.  Finally  we 
had  to  stop.  Darby  looked  at  me  and  said,  "Why  didn't  she 
run?  Why?" 

I turned  away  before  answering.  "You  know  those 
feelers  the  bugs  had?"  I asked.  Darby  nodded.  "Well,  I 


heard  a beeping  sound  and  I think  that  that  sound  paralyzes 
people  with  terror."  I stopped. 

"Well,  why  didn't  it  affect  us?"  she  asked. 

"Probably  because  we  were  the  last  ones  out  and  the 
farthest  away." 

Then  Darby  screamed  and  pointed  down  65th  Avenue.  I 
turned  and  saw  the  bugs  coming  fast. 

We  got  up  and  ran  some  more.  Finally  we  stopped  in 
front  of  a radio  shop.  The  door  was  open  and  no  one  was 
around,  so  we  went  in. 

We  ran  in  and  hid  behind  a large  stereo.  While  we  were 
hiding,  we  realized  that  a small  radio  was  on.  The  news 
announcer  was  speaking  in  gasps  . . . 

"I  . . . I'm  the  only  one  left.  They're  angry.  P-poison. 
Bug  poison.  They  are  t-t-taking  the  world.  I ...  I can't 
move.  They're  a-angry  . . . c-coming  faster  . . . faster  . . . 
P-please  . . . h-help  me  . . . help  me  . . . help  me  . . . 
Ah-h-h-h  . . ." 
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The  Word  Woman 

The  word  woman  vanished  into  space  with  all  her 
words  in  a little  jar.  She  sat  among  the  stars  and  took  out 
her  letters.  She  checked  to  make  sure  they  were  all  there. 
Once  she  counted  them,  she  covered  them  up  with  her 
shawl  and  bundled  herself  up  like  a little  ball  and  vanished 
away,  back  to  her  home. 

There  she  sat  in  her  rocking  chair  knitting  away  at  her 
new  scarf.  Her  hands  were  getting  so  tired  and  she  could 
hardly  keep  her  eyes  open.  So  she  decided  to  go  to  bed. 
She  took  out  some  words,  like  comfortable,  warm,  sleepy, 
and  put  them  under  her  pillow. 

When  she  woke  up  the  next  morning,  she  felt  dreary, 
and  her  back  was  so  painful.  She  was  frozen  and  could  not 
sleep  all  night.  She  wondered  why  her  words  were  not 
working.  Then  she  put  her  hands  under  her  pillow  to  take 
the  words  out.  They  were  not  there.  She  was  shocked.  She 
wondered  where  they  could  be.  They  were  so  valuable  to 
her.  She  trembled  with  fright.  Then,  concentrating  deeply 
on  the  Word  Queen,  she  vanished  into  silver. 


The  Trip  Through  Time 


Video 


SCENE  1 

Establishes  futuristic  setting  an 
music.  Zoom  in  . . . 


d 


Audio 


NARRATOR:  Dr.  Livingstone  was  trying  to  raise  funds  for  a machine  he  wanted  to 
build.  The  machine  would  allow  people  to  go  back  in  time,  working  on  the  theory 
that  if  a person  travelled  faster  than  the  speed  of  light  for  a certain  distance  that 
person  would  arrive  before  (s)he  left;  in  other  words,  the  person  would  go  back  in 
time. 


Cut  to  . . . 
Scene  2 
Office  setting 


DR.  LIVINGSTONE  (persuasive):  But  all  I need  is  $67  million  and  a volunteer. 

DR.  GREY:  You  will  get  none  of  it.  Now  get  out  of  here  before  I have  you  locked  up 
for  life! 
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Scene  3 

Same  futuristic  setting.  Dr. 
Livingstone  in  his  ship  taking  off. 

Scene  4 

Dr.  Livingstone  in  his  lab  looking  at 
plans  and  sketches  of  invention, 
thinking. 


Scene  4A 
Scene  5 

Dr.  Livingstone  in  garage  with  saucer. 
Scene  6 
Space  setting. 

Scene  7 

Front  of  dome.  Close-up  on  faces. 
Cut  back  and  forth. 


Scene  8 

Wide  shot  of  Dr.  Livingstone  and 
Franklin. 


NARRATOR:  Dr.  Livingstone  flew  angrily  home  to  his  dome-lab  in  the  vast 
metropolis  of  Stony  Plain. 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  If  S.P.R.B.  won't  lend  me  the  money,  who  will?  I can't  go  dome 
to  dome  because  whatever  S.P.R.B.  says,  the  people  believe!  It  will  take  too  much 
time,  anyway.  The  cost  could  be  cut  in  half  if  only  the  machine  could  be  built  on 
Earth,  but  it  can't.  It  will  have  to  be  made  and  operated  in  space.  Most  of  the  parts 
I need  are  only  sold  in  some  far-off  space  stations.  It  will  have  to  be  operated  in 
outer  space  so  there  will  be  no  planets,  stars,  or  black  holes  to  slow  it  down  with 
their  gravitational  pull.  There  can't  be  air  friction,  either.  The  only  suitable  place  is 
two  light  years  away.  ( Disgusted ) Oh,  heck,  I might  as  well  forget  it,  nobody  will 
buy  my  idea,  anyway.  (Pause)  Or  will  they? 

NARRATOR:  He  had  just  remembered  Dr.  Franklin  and  his  associates,  who  fled  to 
Vega  5 after  Dr.  Grey  had  kicked  them  out  of  S.P.R.B. 

NARRATOR:  Dr.  Livingstone  went  to  his  garage  and  started  up  his  saucer.  He  was 
going  to  visit  Dr.  Franklin. 

NARRATOR:  It  was  a long  way  to  Vega  5,  but  the  trip  was  worth  it.  He  had  heard 
from  an  old  spacehand  the  location  of  Dr.  Franklin's  place. 

NARRATOR:  When  he  got  there  he  rang  the  dome  bell  and  Dr.  Franklin  appeared. 
DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  How  would  you  like  to  support  a worthy  cause? 

DR.  FRANKLIN:  What  worthy  cause? 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  Me. 

DR.  FRANKLIN:  Would  you  care  to  come  in  and  explain  yourself? 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  Oh,  Sure. 

NARRATOR:  When  they  were  both  comfortably  seated  in  the  living  room,  Dr. 
Livingstone  began  his  story. 


Zoom  into  Livingstone  as  he  talks. 
Scene  9 

Dissolve  to  close-up  of  time  machine 
on  right  hand  side  and  occupant  from 
future  entering. 

Scene  9A 

Use  switcher  effect  or  super  clock 
and  hands  moving  backwards. 


DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  My  name  is  Bob  Livingstone,  for  starters.  I was  wondering  if  you 
would  donate  funds  for  a machine  I was  planning  to  build. 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE  (voice  over):  This  machine  will  allow  its  occupant  to  go  back  in  time 
and  even  turn  into  a parent,  or  a grandparent  or  a great-grandparent  and  so  on. 
The  total  cost  is  $67  million. 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE  ( voice  over):  This  machine  is  a flying  machine  that  will  be  made  to 
travel  beyond  the  speed  of  light.  Much  faster,  in  fact. 
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Scene  9B 

Close-up  of  time  machine  on  left 
hand  side  and  occupant. 

Close-up  on  question  mark  over  cave 
man's  head. 

Scene  10 

Close-up  on  faces,  cut  back  and 
forth. 


Scene  11 

Cut  to  board  room  and  everyone 
there  in  hot  debate. 

Scene  12 

Same  board  room  and  everyone 
listening  attentively. 


Scene  13 

Close-up  of  Franklin's  face. 
All  hands  go  up. 

Scene  14 
Scene  15 


DR.  LIVINGSTONE  ( voice  over):  My  theory  is  that  if  one  travelled  faster  than  light  going 
to  a destination  not  too  far  away,  you  would  get  there  before  you  left.  In  other 
words,  you  would  go  back  in  time. 

You  understand? 

DR.  FRANKLIN:  Brilliant,  brilliant!  It  sounds  as  if  you're  nearly  as  smart  as  I am. 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE  (sarcastic):  Thanks  for  the  vote  of  confidence. 

DR.  FRANKLIN:  We're  having  a board  meeting  this  afternoon.  How'd  you  like  to 
come  and  present  your  idea? 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  Who  is  we? 

DR.  FRANKLIN:  Oh,  sorry.  I forgot  to  mention  them.  “We"  is  my  associates  and  me. 
We  have  a board  meeting  every  week  to  discuss  certain  issues  that  come  up  every 
now  and  then. 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  Oh,  I can  probably  find  time  for  your  meeting. 

NARRATOR  ( voice  over):  Later,  at  about  2:00  p.m.,  the  meeting  started.  There  were 
about  ten  to  fifteen  people  there.  After  everybody  had  been  introduced  to 
everybody  else,  the  meeting  started.  Dr.  Livingstone  told  the  group  what  he  had 
told  Dr.  Franklin. 

PERSON:  What  do  you  need  a port  for? 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  In  that  remote  area  there  would  be  nowhere  for  the  ship  to  take 
off  from,  go  back  to,  or  refuel  at.  Once  a person  got  younger,  they  wouldn't  know 
how  to  operate  the  ship,  so  it  would  have  to  be  remote  control,  too. 

another  PERSON:  Could  you  please  name  some  uses  of  this  machine? 

DR.  LIVINGSTONE:  Well,  in  murder  cases  a descendant  of  the  dead  person  could  go 
back  to  their  forefather's  life  just  before  the  time  of  death  and  tell  who  the  killer 
was.  Historians  could  also  use  it  to  see  what  it  was  like  a long  time  ago. 

DR.  FRANKLIN:  Who  is  in  favour  of  Dr.  Livingstone's  idea? 


DR.  FRANKLIN:  I guess  this  means  we'll  support  you,  Doctor. 

NARRATOR:  In  a few  short  hectons,  all  the  materials  and  equipment  had  been 
gathered.  Not  long  after  that,  the  machine  and  base  had  been  built.  Dr. 
Livingstone  himself  volunteered  to  go  on  the  first  flight. 
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Scene  16 

Special  effects  dissolve  to  ship  in 
space. 

Scene  17 

Special  effects  dissolve  to  ship  as  it 
returns,  show  kid  and  crown. 

The  ship  worked. 

When  it  returned,  Dr.  Livingstone  was  no  older  than  five  years  old. 

Scene  18 

Ship  cut  to  child  close-up. 

Scene  19 

Close-up  of  crowd. 

Scene  20 

Wide  shot  of  everyone. 

VOICE  IN  CROWD:  But  he's  only  a little  kid. 

SECOND  VOICE:  What's  that  got  to  do  with  it;  the  experiment  worked,  didn't  it? 
FIRST  VOICE:  Sure  it  did,  but  who'll  lead  other  expeditions? 

SECOND  VOICE:  Good  question. 

NARRATOR:  All  the  time  the  little  boy  just  sat  there  and  looked  at  the  strange 
people. 

DR.  FRANKLIN:  1 know  what  we'll  do.  We  can  put  him  back  farther  in  time  so  he 
turns  into  his  father,  because  his  father  had  the  same  idea. 

Scene  21 
(Reuse  scene  16) 

Scene  22 

Same  background  with  father. 

NARRATOR:  Back  in  time  Dr.  Livingstone  went,  and  he  turned  into  his  father.  Dr. 
Livingstone  senior  emerged  from  the  craft.  The  rest  stood  there  for  a while.  The 
mission  could  go  on. 

Scene  23 

Dr.  Grey  watches  new  item  on  video 
screen,  looks  disgusted. 

NARRATOR:  Dr.  Grey  heard  about  it  the  next  day. 

DR.  GREY:  1 never  thought  they'd  do  it. 
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Comet 


Comet 

Fiery,  Kohoutek 

Flaring,  cosmic  turmoil 

Doom,  destruction,  disastrous  fate, 
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inow  flakes  and  Golden  Grain 


Harvest  Time 

Who  has  seen  the  crops 
Blowing  freely  in  the  wind? 

There  are  gold  lights  on  them. 

Who  has  seen  the  truck, 

Travelling  up  and  down  the  road? 

Trucks  going  under  the  combine  to  get  the  golden  grain. 
Hauling  the  grain  to  the  bin. 

Where  will  it  go  next, 

The  golden  grain  of  this  country? 
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Nanook's  Arctic  Tale 


Once,  about  thirty  years  ago,  there  was  an  Eskimo 
family.  The  wife  had  a baby.  They  named  him  Nanook.  He 
grew  up  to  be  a pretty  good  boy  for  his  age.  He  was  about 
five  years  old.  As  I said  a pretty  good  boy,  except  for  this 
one  problem  that  his  parents  didn't  know  about.  He  told 
little  white  lies  that  someday  just  might  turn  into  whoppers. 

I'll  tell  you  something  that  happened  because  of  that. 
Nanook's  dad  had  just  taught  him  how  to  go  sealing.  A few 
days  later  Nanook  went  for  a walk  and  on  his  walk  he  saw  a 
polar  bear;  Nanook's  heart  was  beating  faster  and  faster. 
Nanook  watched  the  polar  bear  quietly.  The  bear  was 
catching  its  breakfast,  which  happened  to  be  seals.  The  bear 
had  caught  two  seals,  but  it  only  ate  one  of  them  because 
he  had  seen  one  of  the  fastest  Arctic  hares!  So  he  left  the 
seals  and  took  off  after  the  hare. 

Nanook  thought  of  what  his  father  had  taught  him 
about  sealing.  So  he  quietly  got  up  from  his  hiding  place 
and  snuck  over  to  the  dead  seal.  The  bear  was  eating  the 
hare  so  Nanook  took  the  dead  seal  to  his  house. 
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On  the  way  home  he  thought  of  things  to  tell  his  father. 
When  he  got  home,  Nanook  heard  his  father  calling.  He 
said  "Nanook,  Nan-oo-k."  Nanook  ran  as  fast  as  he  could 
with  the  seal  dragging  behind.  "Father!  Father!  here  I am! 
I'm  coming!"  As  soon  as  he  came  home  he  saw  his  older 
sister  who  was  playing  outside  making  a snow  fort.  All  of  a 
sudden  his  sister  ran  into  the  house  yelling  to  their  father 
that  Nanook  had  a big  fat  seal.  So  the  family  filed  out. 
Nanook  was  proud  of  his  catch.  His  dad  asked,  "How  did 
you  kill  the  seal  with  no  weapon?" 

Nanook  said,  "Ah,  um,  I saw  a sharp  stick  so  I stabbed 
it." 

His  father  knew  differently.  He  asked  "Then  how  come 
there  are  three  holes  that  look  like  bear  claws?" 

"Well,"  said  Nanook.  "l-ah  l-ah,  I stabbed  him  three 
times  and  . . ." 

"Are  you  telling  the  truth?"  asked  Nanook's  father. 

Nanook  finally  confessed.  And  from  that  day  on  he 
never  told  such  lies. 

Now  he's  a great  young  hunter.  The  best  in  Alaska!  And 
he  tells  this  story  to  his  children  hoping  they  won't  be  liars 
like  he  was. 
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Yellow  Is 

Yellow  is  happiness, 

When  the  sun  comes  up, 

And  you  go  down  for  breakfast 
And  the  golden  yolk  of  your  egg 
Is  soft  and  luscious. 

The  yellow  honey 
On  toast,  a gift  from 
A yellow  bumble  bee. 

Yellow  is  lemonade 
That's  cool  and  tangy 
From  a fresh  juicy  lemon. 

Yellow  is  the 
Colour  of  hair, 

Long  and  shiny. 

Yellow  is  dreamy, 

Cool  and  cuddly. 

From  the  warm  sun, 

A very  bright  ray. 

Yellow  is  everything. 

Suzette  Tangen 
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Winterhawk's  Christmas 

"Ahooooo!"  The  long,  drawn-out  cry  of  the  wolf  was  a 
common  sound  among  Winterhawk's  tribe.  He  was  a brave, 
soon  to  become  chief,  for  his  father  was  too  old  to  go  on 
the  hunt. 

The  season  was  mid-December,  a time  when  young 
braves  prove  their  usefulness  by  withstanding  the  cold  for 
two  suns,  or  by  doing  another  difficult  task.  It  was  near 
Christmas,  a time  no  Indians  knew  about,  but  still  they 
worshipped  the  day  for  many  great  things  that  had 
happened,  like  the  time  the  Indians  were  struck  by  an 
unknown  disease  and  a trained  boar  discovered  a strange 
root.  The  sick  took  this  as  a medication  and  soon  got  well.  It 
was  a gift  to  all  of  them. 

"Boom!  Boom!"  The  drums  were  beating.  It  was  time 
for  Winterhawk  to  start  on  his  journey.  He  was  to  kill  the 
mighty  Silver  Terror,  a wolf.  Winterhawk  bade  farewell  to 
the  tribe  and  left. 

Soon  he  came  to  tracks  the  size  of  a child's  hand.  They 
were  fresh  in  the  snow.  Winterhawk  followed  them,  and 
came  to  a den  in  the  side  of  a cliff.  It  was  occupied  by  five 
little  cubs  who  were  nipping  each  other  playfully.  He  had 
not  the  heart  to  kill  any  of  them. 

Behind  him  he  heard  a soft  whine.  Turning  around,  he 
saw  the  wolf.  She  lay  on  her  side,  with  an  arrow  penetrating 
deeply  into  her  shoulder. 

Slowly,  the  brave  advanced.  The  wolf  growled 
menacingly,  but  was  obviously  too  weak  to  get  up.  She  lay 
still,  letting  Winterhawk  pet  her. 
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For  many  days  he  took  care  of  her,  and  the  companion- 
ship between  man  and  wolf  grew.  Even  the  cubs,  Eagle, 
Badger,  Wolf,  Vulture  and  Bear,  seemed  to  like  the  strange 
creature  that  was  taking  care  of  them. 

Very  soon,  Silver  Terror  got  well.  She  would  hunt,  find 
roots,  guard  the  camp;  she  would  do  anything  for  her  new 
master. 

Then  it  was  time  for  Winterhawk  to  go  back  to  the 
tribe.  She  followed  him  like  a trained  dog,  and  her  pups 
tagged  along  behind. 


When  they  reached  the  camp,  Winterhawk  told  Silver 
Terror  and  the  pups  to  wait  at  the  edge  of  the  forest.  Then 
he  told  everyone  his  story.  The  tribe's  first  impulse  was  to 
kill  the  wolves,  but  Winterhawk  disagreed.  He  led  them  to 
his  pets.  The  men  of  the  tribe  quickly  changed  their  minds 
when  they  saw  the  children  of  the  village  playing  with  the 
wolves. 

That  night,  Winterhawk  was  made  chief.  Silver  Terror, 
Eagle,  Wolf,  Badger,  Vulture  and  Bear,  along  with  everyone 
else,  finally  discovered  the  true  meaning  of  Christmas. 


The  Legend  of  Snow 

This  is  a legend  of  why  we  get  snow. 

One  day,  when  food  was  needed  for  his  tribe, 
Keepalooma  saw  Winterhawk,  the  great  bird  of  the 
woodlands.  Winterhawk's  feathers  were  glistening, 
shimmering,  and  silky  white.  Keepalooma  signalled  all  the 
huntsmen  to  come  his  way. 

"A-ee,"  they  cried,  "Winterhawk!" 

Every  huntsman  got  his  crossbow  and  arrows  and  shot. 
Everytime  they  hit  Winterhawk,  his  glistening,  shimmering, 
and  silky  white  feathers  fell  down  to  the  ground  as  snow.  So 
every  time  they  hit  Winterhawk,  it  snowed. 
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As  near  the  barn  a farmer  sees 
A turkey  begging  on  its  knees. 


“Oh  please,  old  farmer,  oh  please, 
oh  please, 

Don't  kill  me,  don't  kill  me  I have 
a disease.'' 

“Okay,  okay,"  the  farmer  said, 

“I  won't  kill  you,  you  won't  be 
dead 

I'll  find  another  one  instead." 


Anonymous 
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The  Old  Witch 

The  witch  was  old,  the  witch  was  scary, 

The  witch's  hands  were  hard  and  hairy. 

She  knocked  and  knocked  at  our  outside  door. 
While  her  thick  black  cat  said,  "More,  knock  more! 
We  were  alone,  my  brother  and  I, 

Out  of  the  window  should  we  spy? 

To  see  what  was  out  there,  was  it  a bear? 

We  were  so  small  we  climbed  on  a chair. 

And  then  we  saw  the  witch  and  her  cat, 

Eating  fried  mice  on  our  clean  mat. 

The  witch  was  knocking  harder  still, 

"What  shall  we  do?"  asked  my  brother  Bill. 

Then  along  came  a ghost  and  ate  the  witch  up 
And  we've  never  seen  her  after  that. 
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Snowflakes  Who  Could 


It  was  the  night  before  Christmas  all  over  the  world.  Every  land  was  warm, 
except  Disneyland,  where  there  was  a freezing  blizzard.  Everyone  there  was  worried, 
for  Santa  might  not  come.  So  that  night  none  of  the  children  went  to  sleep  without 
crying. 

“We'd  best  get  going  Rudolph.  The  children  are  waiting,  and  so  are  our  kids!" 
yelled  Santa.  "Ho-ho-ho!  Merry  Christmas!"  he  yelled  throughout  the  land. 

It  wasn't  until  ten  miles  later  that  the  reindeer  had  a chance  to  relax  their  feet. 
But  when  Rudolph  landed,  he  broke  his  right  front  leg. 


Michael  Calahaison,  Cr.  5 
Ellerslie 
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"Oh  dear,  what  are  we  going  to  do 
now?"  asked  Santa. 

"We  know!"  yelled  some  voices. 

"How  would  you  reindeer  know 
anything!"  replied  Santa. 

"We  didn't  say  anything,  Santa!"  said 
Cupid. 

"Then  if  you  didn't,  who  did?"  asked 
Santa  in  a frightened  voice. 

"We  did!  Us  snowflakes!"  said  those 
voices  again. 

"Nonsense,  snowflakes  can't  talk!" 
exclaimed  Santa. 

"But  we  can!"  they  yelled. 

"Then  show  yourselves." 

So  they  did  so.  Santa  was  shocked  for 
thirty-five  seconds.  Then  he  started 
talking  to  the  snowflakes;  then  Santa 
asked  about  Rudolph's  leg. 

"I'll  stop  those  dirty  rats!  Christmas 
or  no  Christmas!"  yelled  Frosty  Face  in 
an  evil,  unkind  voice. 

So  he  grabbed  his  nose  and  said, 
"Snowflakes,  no  more,  just  more 
blowflakes."  And  all  of  a sudden  the 
snowflake  people  separated,  but 
Rudolph  made  his  nose  shine  so  red  all 
of  the  snowflake  people  saw  each  other 
and  grabbed  hands  and  lifted  up 
Rudolph's  front  right  leg  and  started 
flying. 
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Christmas  went  on  that  year,  so  now  Mary  Ward,  Gr.  6 

every  Christmas  Eve,  the  snowflake  Lousana 

\ , , , ' , „ , . From  CREATIVE  HANDS 

people  blow  to  the  North  Pole  and 
travel  around  the  world  with  Santa  to 
keep  him  company.  I should  know.  I 
was  one  of  the  snowflake  people. 


Lorri-Lia  Grove,  Gr.  6 
Edmonton 

From  YOUNG  WRITERS'  CLUB 


Super  Snowflake 

'Twas  the  night  before  Christmas  and  all  the  snowflakes  were  in  bed.  The 
snowflakes  had  gone  to  bed  early  so  they  wouldn't  be  tired  for  Christmas  morning. 

The  snowflakes  had  put  their  milk  and  cookies  out  for  Santa.  Mama  had  helped 
them,  for  she  believed  in  Santa  and  so  did  every  other  snowflake  in  the  forest. 

At  10:00  p.m.,  Mama  had  decided  to  go  to  bed  after  cooking  some  more 
cookies  for  Christmas  Day.  Soon  she  was  fast  asleep. 

Then  came  a click  and  a clang.  The  smallest  snowflake  woke  up.  She  looked 
around.  She  got  out  of  bed  and  ran  downstairs  and  there  stood  Santa.  She  gasped. 

Santa  said,  “Hello,  Twinkles." 

“How  do  you  know  my  name?"  asked  Twinkles  with  curiosity.  Santa  never  said  a 
word. 

“My,  you're  an  unfriendly  Santa!"  said  Twinkles  in  a very  upset  way.  “You  are 
supposed  to  be  happy  like  you  were  in  the  market  yesterday."  Santa  grinned  a 
sneaky  grin. 
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''Oh  dear!"  cried  Twinkles  suddenly.  "That's  the  grin  of  the  worst,  the  meanest, 
the  most  unthoughtful  Mr.  Killenger!" 

"You  guessed  it!  You  little  brat,  you!"  yelled  Mr.  Killenger.  "I  am  Mr.  Killenger 
and  I have  come  to  ruin  your  Christmas,  for  I hate  Christmas." 

"Oh,  you  hate  everything  that's  nice!"  yelled  Twinkles. 

Then  Twinkles's  two  sisters,  Icecream  and  Happy,  came  downstairs  for  they  had 
wakened  with  all  the  yelling. 

Then  Mr.  Killenger  looked  up  the  chimney  to  make  sure  no  one  else  had 
wakened,  and  as  he  did,  Twinkles  told  her  sisters  what  had  happened  and  who  he 
was. 

Then  Mr.  Killenger  grabbed  Twinkles,  Icecream  and  Happy  and  took  them  up 
the  chimney.  They  were  all  screaming  and  yelling  but  that  did  not  stop  Mr.  Killenger. 

By  that  time,  all  the  people  were  standing  on  the  street  and  looking  out 
apartment  windows. 

Then  suddenly,  faster  than  a rolling  "o,"  stronger  than  silent  "e,"  able  to  leap 
capital  "T"  in  a single  bound  — "It's  a bird,  it's  a plane  . . . dada,  dada,  dada,  it's 
Super  Snowflake!" 

After  Mr.  Killenger  went,  Super  Snowflake  had  an  idea.  He  raced  ahead  of  Mr. 
Killenger  and  went  to  the  clouds  and  asked,  "Mr.  Cloud,  would  you  please  make 
fresh  snow  so  that  Mr.  Killenger  will  slip?" 

"All  right,"  said  Mr.  Cloud,  "if  you  insist." 

The  snow  started  to  fall  and  Mr.  Killenger  slipped  and  fell.  Twinkles,  Icecream 
and  Happy  slid  along  the  ground  but  were  unhurt.  Super  Snowflake  caught  Mr. 
Killenger  and  put  snowflake  handcuffs  on  him.  Then  he  threw  him  in  jail  and  walked 
the  three  snowflakes  home. 

"Oh,  Snowflakes,"  sighed  Mama,  "are  you  OK?  And  to  you,  Super  Snowflake, 
thank  you  so  much!" 

"Thank  you!"  cried  the  three  snowflakes. 

"That's  my  job!"  said  Super  Snowflake  and  flew  off. 

Mama,  Twinkles,  Icecream  and  Happy  had  a very  Merry  Christmas. 
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Twelve  Little  Christmas  Trees 


Twelve  little  Christmas  trees 
Growing  in  a line. 

Growing  straight  and  green. 
Growing  tall  and  fine. 

Twelve  little  Christmas  trees, 
Riding  through  the  snow, 

In  a red  and  yellow  truck, 

I wonder  where  they'll  go. 


Kecia  Lee,  Gr.  5 
Calgary 
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Stupid  Cupid 

"Oh  my  gosh!  I've  got  to  do 
something!"  shouted  Tupid.  Tupid 
quickly  flew  down  to  the  ground, 
sneaked  up  on  the  mailman,  and  hit 
him  as  hard  as  he  could  on  the  head. 

"Sorry  about  that,"  Tupid  said,  "But  I 
can't  let  the  girls  get  the  wrong  dates." 
He  pulled  out  the  arrow  and  stuck  it  in 
the  right  valentine. 

Meanwhile,  Wendy's  mother  had 
been  watching  Tupid  and  she  decided 
to  call  the  police  and  report  that  he  had 
knocked  out  a mailman  and  was  at  this 
moment  tampering  with  the  mail. 

"Give  me  a description  of  him,"  said 
the  sergeant. 

"He  is  wearing  what  looks  like  a red 
diaper  and  . . ." 

"What?"  asked  the  sergeant,  rather 
surprised.  "Are  you  feeling  OK  lady?" 

"Of  course  I am.  He  is  also  carrying  a 
quiver  full  of  arrows  on  his  back." 

"A  quiver  full  of  arrows?" 

"Yes,"  said  Wendy's  mother. 

"It  sounds  like  he's  Robin  Hood's 
baby  boy! " 

"Actually  he  looks  like  Cupid," 
replied  Wendy's  mother. 

"Now  I've  heard  everything.  Why 
don't  you  just  relax  and  forget  about 
this  Cupid  person?"  And  with  that,  he 
hung  up  abruptly.  "I  hate  those  crank 
calls,"  said  the  sergeant. 


Debbie  Bachman,  Cr.  6 
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Prepare  for  My  Daughter 

"Prepare  for  my  daughter!"  roars  King  Thod. 

"Prepare  . . . prepare  . . . prepare  . . echoes  his  voice 
Against  the  walls  of  his  hard,  icy  domain. 

"Prepare,  prepare  — for  his  daughter  is  coming." 

The  whispered  word  travels  fast 
Through  the  mouths  of  the  servants. 

"Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  I forgot,  I forgot," 

The  walls  echo. 

"What  shall  I do  . . . do  . . . do?" 

Then  down  comes  the  snow. 

"Here  it  comes!"  calls  the  weatherman. 

"Hurray!"  cry  the  people. 

"Yea,  yea,"  whisper  the  servants. 

"What  are  you  waiting  for?"  shouts  the  king, 

"My  daughter  is  coming!" 

They  prepare. 

When  the  last  dish  is  laid, 

A soft,  musical  voice  sings  out  . . . 

"I'm  here!" 


Neena  Wells,  Gr.  6 
Vegreville 

From  YOUNG  WRITERS'  CLUB 


Lisa  Wilson,  Gr.  4 
Strathmore 

From  CREATIVE  HANDS 


' ( 


: V. 

t 


j 


L 


L 


L 


